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POOL GIRL 


A REVERSE POOL BOY FANTASY 


PIPER 
Dad’s a fit, strong guy. He never gets sick. Almost never. 


But when he does, there’s only one person he trusts to fill 
his shoes. Only one person who knows what he knows. 


And today, I’m it. 


Dad’s the local pool guy, named Guy... and I’m about ready 
to throw in the towel after my first job of the morning when 
job number two suddenly looks way more appealing. 


And I don’t just mean the size or shape of the pool... or how 
easy it’ll be to clean. 


Will Emmett is a self-made man with an immaculate pool, a 
pair even. 


He also just happens to be god’s gift to women, to anyone 
with eyes and hormonal function. 


The man’s perfect. 


I’m wondering what an older guy like him needs or even 
sees in a thick, younger curvy girl like me, but the whole 
day is about to change both our lives. 


Forever. 


One thing’s for sure, his pool isn’t the only thing about to 
get filthy... and it’s gonna need me to come clean it every 
day of the week from now on. 


WILL 


Pool Girl? 
Whoever heard of a Pool Girl? 


I know there are stories, about pool boys and liquored up 
cougar women... but a Pool Girl fantasy? 


That’s a bit of a stretch. 
Until I see Piper, that is. 


I’ve done well for myself in this life. Never one to really pay 
attention to the idea of a fantasy coming true or something 
happening beyond my control. 


I make my own luck. I’m my own man. 
Until today. 
As soon as I see her, I know I’m finished, done. 


I can’t deny the power of destiny... the incredible unseen 
hand that shifts the whole world so that two souls who felt 
fractured apart, can finally be reunited as one. 


Forever... 


*Pool Girl is an insta-everything standalone instalove 
romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


P iper 


Growing up it was kind of fun, having a dad who was the 
local pool guy. He had a lot of clients and it was good money. 
Even better for me when I needed some work during spring 
break from college. 


It was dad’s business that helped put me through college. I 
owe him one, big time. 


Dad’s a fit, strong guy. He never gets sick. Almost never. 


But when he does, there’s only one person he trusts to fill 
his shoes. Only one person who knows what he knows. 


And today, I’m it. 


It’s a chilly early spring morning, but the seasons don’t 
seem to know what they’re doing anymore and a lot of dad’s 
clients have set dates in advance when they want their 
pools done. 


My first job of the morning is looking like my last. I’d 
forgotten how difficult some people can be, how downright 
mean too. 


“Tm not paying good money to have some Oompa Loompa 
waddle around my poolside. I want the hot guy, where’s he 
at?” she spits, looking past me, covering her thick chest 
with a flimsy whatever the hell you’d call it.. a 
handkerchief? 


“Ms. Vanessa Perkins?” I ask, trying to sound polite, 
checking the schedule to make sure I actually do have the 
right house. “My dad’s sick. I’m just filling in for him today,” 
I say between gritted teeth as she looks me up and down 
with contempt. 


It’s cold out, but Malibu Witch Barbie here has dolled 
herself up to the nines. Up at eight in the morning, 
obviously hoping for an eyeful of my dad. 


I don’t see my dad that way, but I’ve been told he’s hot for a 
forty year old. Pool cleaning does keep him in shape. 


And I definitely haven’t inherited those genes. 


I hope pools are the only thing he’s been dipping his net 
into. Ew. 


I politely ignore her, making my way around the side of her 
house, which is locked. Heading back to the front, I can 
already hear her through the front door she’s slammed 
shut, on the phone to my dad. 


After what feels like an hour, but is most likely a few 
minutes, the side gate pings open electronically and I hear 
her muffled, whining voice from inside as I pass the kitchen. 


“T’m getting a discount!” she wails. 


I roll my eyes, and once I see the state of her slimy and 
neglected, very dirty pool, that’s it. 


I’m done. 


“Honey it’s why it’s called being a pool boy, guy, uhh... girl. 
Whatever,” My dad sighs, sounding like someone else, his 
sinuses are so backed up. 


I’m calling to tell him I quit, I can’t do this. It was fun as a 
kid, necessary when I was in college, but I’m a grown 
woman now. 


Sort of. 
Almost. 


“I told you, sweetie, I need you more than ever now, 
pleeease?” he asks, sounding sicker, and more fragile than 
when I left the house earlier. 


I wince as I feel the stab of parental guilt working its way 
into my chest through the phone. 


“Alright, dad. But just tell me cleaning Barbie’s pool is the 
only thing you’ve been doing here?” I ask him, fighting to 
unsee the mental image my imagination has generated. 


Noting her pool looks like it hasn’t been cleaned for several 
years. 


“Wha-?” My dad asks, instantly setting my mind at ease. 


I know he’d never do anything like that. The whole pool boy 
fantasy thing... it’s a myth, a story. 


Like an urban legend. 


Barbie probably tipped kitchen grease into her pool just to 
make more work for my dad, so she could watch him work 
up a sweat. 


With dad’s permission, I put off the first job. I tell wind me 
up Barbie I need more chemical that I don’t have, that her 
pools algal bloom is just too much for me, which isn’t too far 
from the truth. 


Her near screeching complaints as I pull out of her drive, 
waving politely and calling her a witch under my breath 
ring in my ears until I’m halfway to job number two. 


Mr. Will Emmet. 
Sounds more like Elmer Fudd. 


Puffing air out of my cheeks and stamping my feet on the 
frozen steps as I press the doorbell, I know just from 
looking at this guy’s house that his pool is gonna be huge. 


The place is like a mansion. 
I ring the bell a second time, waiting a full minute. 
Ah well, nobody’s home. I guess I can- 


Once the huge wooden door opens, I think I hear my jaw 
shatter as it hits the ground. 


His eyes are the first thing that grab me, but my own are 
hungry to take in the rest of his half naked body that is 
undeniably perfect. 


“Uh... I didn’t hear you ring... I was out back...” he 
stammers, those piercing dark eyes scanning me before 
they narrow. A low sound escapes him and I feel suddenly 
lightheaded. 


Will Emmet, if that’s the man in front of me, is no Elmer 
Fudd. 


He’s an Adonis, filling the huge doorway with an almost 
equally sized frame, his thick, V-shape torso is pure muscle 
which flexes with his every breath and has stiffened with 
the cold. 


Much like my own chest, but for a very different reason. 


My first and only instinct is to reach out and touch the man 
if only to prove to myself that something... someone so 
perfect, so beautiful could actually exist. 


But I only stare. 


I can’t help but look further down the man, he’s a step or 
two higher up than me, apart from being well over six and a 
half feet tall. 


He has on something similar to what Witch Barbie was 
wearing, but it’s around his narrow, sculpted waist. 


I can see the outline of his thick, cut, tanned legs 
underneath, but what really catches my eyes, what arrests 
my breath entirely, is the shape of his manhood snaking out 
from underneath. His tiny towel struggling to contain the 
potency he’s packing behind it. 


I feel him watching me, he’s almost grinning by the time I 
lift my head, unable to stop staring at him. 


I feel a flush of heat to my groin, the puffy parka I have on 
suddenly too hot to wear and I wish I had the kind of body 
that could go around in one of those tropical suits. 


“Tt’s cold,” he says in a deep, warm tone. His voice is rich 
and strong, but friendly. It dances, like his eyes. 


He’s looking me up and down again, a sudden breeze lifts a 
section of his towel and I see it. A blue speedo. 


Thick cock. 
The man isn’t cold. 


He’s red hot, and my dad isn’t the only one with a 
temperature right now. I feel my legs shudder in time with 
my own breath. A line of warmth radiating in my jeans. 


“Uh... I’m Will,” he finally says, a curious look on his face 
now, puzzled. 


I realize I haven’t even told him who I am or what I’m doing 
on his front steps. 


“Im Piper. Pool girl. Uhhh... hehe... I mean, my dad... I’m 
here to clean the pool,” I finally stammer like an idiot, 
watching his brows go up with renewed curiosity. 


He peeks around the doorway, not even trying to hide his 
body, nor his growing dick. 


Or is it always like that? Oh dear lord. 
I make a sort of squeaking sound, biting my lip. 


“Is your dad here?” he asks furtively, and all I can do is 
shake my head. 


“No!” I almost shout. “Just me... all alone... no dad here.” I 
feel like adding that I’m nearly twenty, just so he knows, but 
I’ve already made enough of a fool of myself. 


He makes a low sound in the back of his throat, steps back a 
little, and opens the door even wider. 


“Well then, Piper, you’d better come on in.” 


CHAPTER TWO 


Wi 


Good things come to those who wait, but until I see her I 
don’t even realize she’s exactly what I’ve been waiting for. 


Not just this morning, or even this year. 
My whole life is explained the moment I see her. 


I almost ignore the bell, until I remember Guy is coming to 
do the pools today. 


Guy is his name. It was my suggestion he just name his 
business ‘Pool Guy.’ He thought it was tacky, but his 
customers remember him that way and he’s done well for 
himself out of it all, I guess. 


I was about to put myself through my morning workout 
routine, starting with a swim, but once I open the door it’s 
not just my day’s routine that’s changed. 


I feel like my whole life has just rearranged itself in a split 
second. Not to mention my need to rearrange my speedo. 


Piper. 


I knew Guy had a daughter, even recall seeing her with him 
a few times years back... just a kid back then, but whatever 
Mother Nature’s done in the meantime she’s hit the 
jackpot. 


Or maybe it’s just me who feels that way. 


Her puffy parka is zipped up to the middle, with her ample 
chest peeking out, which grabs my eye. But it’s her eyes 
that arrest me straight off. 


The clearest blue, highlighted by wisps of her dark bangs 
that have strayed from under her fur cap, I sense a youthful 
adventurousness in them... but also a degree of sadness. 


Loneliness. 


I know the look. It’s reflected back at me whenever I look in 
the mirror. 


It’s not cold enough for snow, but this spring is a slow 
starter. My morning swim was going to be in the indoor 
heated pool, but seeing her flushed face and stamping feet I 
forget how cold it still gets outside. 


Not that I go out much. 


But there’s something else in her eyes, something 
undeniable. 


My own dick starts pulsing just at the sight of her, despite 
the cold and the way her eyes widen then dilate, I wonder if 
this old man has still got it. 


She must be like, what nineteen... twenty? 


Age is just a number though. My alpha brain tells me she’s 
the one and she will be mine, and with no dad in sight, I 
can’t get her in my house quick enough. 


Once I close the door, we’re both a foot apart just staring at 
each other. 


How can she not recognize me? It was a long time ago, and 
I’m sure her dad knows lots of people but... 


She shivers, and her eyes betray her again, moving south, 
spotting my growing arousal. 


She’s not shivering from the cold. 


And for some reason, I don’t feel like hiding my excitement 
from her, and her own is starting to look pretty obvious too. 


I get tongue tied though, making an involuntary sound 
instead of actually saying anything, but she nods in 
agreement anyway. 


“Let me start over,” I suggest, thrusting my hand out. “I’m 
Will... William, but you can call me Will.” 


Her hand is in mine in an instant, the electric charge 
between us as we touch is undeniable. 


So much for starting over and avoiding anything awkward. 


Her fingers curl around mine and show no sign of wanting 
to let go. 


“Im Piper. Pool girl,” she rasps in a husky tone, almost 
making me groan she sounds so damned cute. 


I was hoping my heart pounding against my ribs might 
settle down, that my now aching hard on might magically 
disappear and I could present myself as a respectable pool 
owner, but no. 


The new and very obvious energy between us is only 
getting more intense by the moment. 


“Uh, I have two pools, not sure if your dad told you,” I muse 
aloud, she shakes her head again, her eyes darting all over 
my body like a dot to dot game. 


“T was about to have a swim inside, just now, maybe you’d 
like to start on the outdoor pool?” 


Or maybe I could just bend you over this sideboard and fill 
you with my length until you squeal. 


My hands start to sweat, almost trembling as I try to focus 
on acting normal. She looks glum, a little hurt even that I’ve 
moved the topic away from us and onto the pool job she’s 
here to do. 


Walking a little ahead of her, I turn so my tent pole isn’t so 
obvious, ushering her through the house towards the 
indoor pool area. 


My head’s turned back towards her, and she’s not looking 
at anything to do with my house. 


“So, it’s just you and your dad right. No one else ?” I ask, 
suddenly needing to know just how much work I have 
ahead of me. 


If she has a boyfriend, fiancé, or anything like that... that’s 
gonna be bad. Too bad for them, I mean. 


She snaps her attention from staring at my ass and shakes 
her head again in the negative. 


“You mean like a boyfriend?” 


The word makes me stop in my tracks and I turn to face her 
as she walks straight into me, bumping up against my body. 


Her chest, even through that parka is soft. My whole body 
aches and my cock hardens, just from the contact. 


Soft against hard always feels nice. 


She smells like something sweet, mixed with rain. I want to 
kiss her, hold her, but I can’t. 


Not yet. 
I need her to tell me she wants me before I can do anything. 


Neither of us apologizes for the sudden invasion of each 
other’s personal space. 


On the contrary, a slight whimper escapes her sweet lips 
and if anything, I feel her leaning into me, my member 
starting to twitch and tingle as it senses where it wants to 
go next. 


I thought the whole pool boy fantasy was a myth... like an 
urban legend. But now the tables are turned. 


A pool girl, who would have thought? 


I don’t just want a fantasy though. One look at her, a few 
moments in her company and I know I want all of her, and 
for a very long time. 


Forever should be a good place to start. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


P iper 


Two pools? 


Anyone else’s place and I’d groan, but with Will, it means I 
can stay twice as long. 


I’m still not sure if he’s just maybe nervous about having a 
new pool guy... girl, or if he’s actually interested in me. 


A part of my brain is still telling itself his towel just has a 
knot in it, that it’s not really his huge length I’m seeing... 
just my imagination. 


Turned away from me, I can’t be sure so I only stare at his 
perfect ass flexing underneath the same towel. 


He turns suddenly and we collide, and the noise I make says 
it all. 


I’ve never even kissed a boy, let alone anything else... only 
ever touched myself to wash... But as soon as Will Emmett’s 
giant body comes into contact with mine, I want him to take 
me. 


I know I want to belong to him and him alone. 


I wish he’d just bend me over that sideboard and take me 
with his huge length until I squeal. 


He’s suggested I start with the outdoor pool, but like first 
seeing him, once we connect physically, we both just end up 
standing in his giant hallway and I find myself actually 
leaning my body against his... into him. 


I’m not even sure what a pool is right now, let alone how to 
clean one. 


My internal dialog suddenly consists of a few words only, 
Will and dick... now and sideboard featuring heavily in the 
fog. 


He smells like spice and clean everything up close, not a 
trace of anything I don’t want in a man. 


He looks perfect, has perfect hair and perfect teeth... he 
smells great and he seems to not mind me leaning up 
against him after knowing him for all of two minutes. 


I keep my hands down, even though my reflex is to reach 
up, to run my hands over his smooth chest, those abs... 


I’ve never seen abs up close and never thought they’d look 
so inviting. 


The rest of him I can only feel, and a certain part of him is 
so warm, hot even that I can’t tell myself it’s the knot in his 
towel anymore. 


I feel my legs go numb, but I’m aware of them trembling. 
My whole body is shivering and the warmth in my own jeans 
is boiling over. 


It’s like a crazed itch now, something that needs touching, 
and there’s only one thing I want touching me down there 


right now. 
Oh god, how did I get here? How am I going to even... ? 


I watch my hands press up against his chest, my palms flat 
and practically sliding up his abs to his pecs. He’s so tall 
compared to me. 


He makes another one of those low sounds, his lip curling 
with satisfaction, but I can’t believe what happens next. 


I actually use his weight to push myself back slightly, 
clearing my throat and hearing my voice crack as I agree I 
should maybe start outside. 


It sounds like someone else talking, the stupid, evil part of 
me that never wants anything to work out... the part of me 
that’s terrified of the man as much as the other part of me 
that wants to get down on all fours in front of him and have 
him take me for a week solid. 


His look turns from pleased to confused, and I hear myself 
ruining my chances completely, sounding more like my dad 
than a pool girl fantasy... if that’s what I am to him. 


I don’t think I am for much longer. 


“I do have other clients today, so if there are two pools. I’d 
better get started,” I say absently. 


I feel my head shaking though. 
What the heck are you doing? 


“Okay then, lll show you through,” Will says, sounding 
stunned. He turns away from me, and I can see his 
shoulders have dropped a little, his huge strides more like 
little steps. 


I instantly regret everything I just said and want to start 
over myself now. 


I open my mouth, but only a dry croak comes out. 
What I’d give to have the last ten seconds back. 


“I mean... it’s dad, really.” I start to backpedal once we 
reach his patio doors. Huge, folding glass doors that go 
from the floor to the ceiling. 


I hadn’t really noticed the scale of the house until I see the 
size of the yard... or the grounds as they probably should be 
called. 


“He’s sick and has me doing all his regulars and a few 
more. I haven’t done this for so long. I’m already running 
behind,” I hear myself babble, grateful when Will creases a 
smile, his eyes running over me again like he can’t help it 
either. 


“Its alright. I understand,” he says, still sounding hurt but 
mustering some grown up courage to still enjoy our time 
together. 


Our time. 
I’m already thinking of it like that though... 


I feel so stupid, so rotten for sounding like a jerk, but I 
decide to keep quiet. At least until I get pool number one 
cleaned. 


Then, maybe... once I’m back inside, I can repair the 
damage I’ve just done. 


Will opens the folding doors and a blast of chilled air hits us 
both, reminding me how hot Will makes me, as well as how 
perfectly heated his house is. 


I feel my chest tighten even harder and watch Will’s body 
stiffen from the cold. He looks a little embarrassed and says 
something about putting a robe on. 


No more peep show for Piper. 
Idiot! You had to open your big mouth, didn’t you? 


“T think you look perfect!” I nearly shout, biting my lip but 
feeling no shame in ogling his crotch openly, figuring it 
could well be for the last time. 


“TIl just grab a robe,” he says softly, leaning over to grab 
one from the back of a chair. 


“Its cold out and I should really show you the hot tub as 
well. It’s all run from the same pumps down the back of the 
yard,” he adds, giving me a jolt of panic at the word hot tub. 


See, in my fantasy so far, I get to keep my puffy jacket and 
jeans on somehow. 


The perfect man, Will Emmett never has to see me naked, 
my soft, flabby body that I daren’t look at myself most days, 
let alone show to anyone else. 


But there’s something in his eyes when he says he wants to 
show me the hot tub. 


Will Emmet, naked in a hot tub, hell yes. 
Me? Ah, no freaking way. Not even by myself. 
I shiver and laugh nervously as he gives me a puzzled look. 


I must have a panicked look on my face, or maybe I look as 
sad as I suddenly feel once Will’s covered himself up. 


“Alright?” he asks, raising a brow. 


I feel more confused now than ever. Like the whole trip 
through his house was like a dream, and now I’m back out 
in the cold, dealing only with the very real prospect of 
having to clean pools instead of... 


Instead of whatever else my own pool girl fantasy entails. 


Namely Will Emmet somehow riding me like the wind while 
I somehow keep all my clothes on. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Wi 


I don’t know what I did or said, but I suppose I must have 
the wrong end of the stick. 


Maybe I’ve lived alone and not gone anywhere for too long, 
y know? Forgotten how to interact with people properly. 


I thought that feeling between us was pretty unmistakable, 
like the next logical step was for me to, I dunno... kiss her, 
or at least... Ugh!! I just don’t know anymore. 


One minute she’s leaning into me and my hardness like she 
wants me as much as I want her right now, and the next. 


She’s babbling some nonsense about just wanting to get 
clean the pool because she has so any to do today. 


Maybe she just isn’t into older guys. 


Maybe she’s joined the dots and remembered that I actually 
know her dad? 


It doesn’t fit though. I haven’t been with a woman since... 
well. It’s longer than the amount of birthday’s Piper’s had, 


maybe more, that much I do know. 


But I know the look. I know the feeling we both just had 
when she collided with me... the first second I laid eyes on 
her for god’s sake. 


I can’t stay mad at her... hell. I’m not even mad at her, how 
could I be? 


She’s fucking perfect. 


I guess I’m madder at myself, for succumbing to this 
damned pool girl fantasy thing. I must be the first guy to 
have it, at least in this town... so no wonder it isn’t clicking 
together like building blocks. 


Not yet anyway. 


I haven’t gotten to where I am in life by being put off 
because something didn’t happen straight away. It stings a 
bit right now, but my feelings for Piper haven’t changed, 
they just haven’t been reciprocated as quickly as I’d like. 


I put a robe on, and invite her to walk with me to the main 
pumps, a building out back that has all the pool gear in it 
anyway. 


All the external water features, plus the indoor pool has the 
main pumps and filtration down there. It’s not too far from 
the house, but far enough so I don’t have to hear it all 
working. 


The outdoor pool is just opposite the large patio area, and 
Piper exclaims quietly to herself just how big it is and then 
again when she notices something else. 


“Its perfectly clean... spotless,” she observes, reminding 
me that I have a few bad habits. One of which is doing 
everything myself anyway, as well as paying people to come 
do it. 


It’s weird, but I always clean the pool before I swim in it, 
and maintaining it isn’t rocket science. 


I actually wanted Guy to come out today and maybe suggest 
some improvements. I’ve been thinking about upgrading 
the pumps and filtration systems. 


Piper seems set on cleaning and there’s been no mention of 
anything too technical, plus I just want her here now. Pools 
be damned. 


She belongs here with me... or so I wanted to tell myself. 


I deliberately avoid mentioning the pump upgrade, or her 
dad. That’s not something I want to even think about right 
now either. 


I just shrug as we both stand, staring at the crystal clear 
water for a moment. 


A single leaf drifts through the air and settles on the water. 
“There!” I exclaim. “It needs cleaning now.” 


She stares blankly at me for a moment, and then we both 
burst out laughing. 


It feels nice to laugh again and with Piper its real laughter, 
right from our bellies. 


I want to laugh with her a lot, I decide. 
Amongst other things. 


Some of our awkwardness disappears with the laughter, 
and I can see Piper’s mind ticking again, making me still 
hope she might not think an older guy is so gross after all. 


“Hmmm,” Piper muses aloud. “And what state is the indoor 
pool in?” 


She shoots me a sly grin. 
“Filthy,” I tell her, deadpan. 


She chuckles to herself then adds, “I guess I should check 
out the pumps and filters anyway. It’s not all just about what 
the water looks like.” 


I like it when she sounds so confident. Up until now, she’s 
flipped between looking like she wants to jump on me to 
withdrawing into herself, sounding like she has no real 
interest in me at all. 


If she’s Guy’s daughter though, she’d know something 
about pools, I think. 


“T’ve got the ph gear in the van,” she says, jerking her 
thumb behind us. 


“T got all the gear,” I explain. “It’s just down the way here.” 


We walk slowly, and I start to sense maybe she isn’t in such 
a hurry, after all, it was only when I mentioned the hot tub 
that things started to go south between us. 


I want her to touch me again, like when she had her hands 
on me or when her fingers curled around mine. 


It was the best, most natural feeling in the world to have 
her touch me like that. 


“Soooo,” she starts, looking bashful, turning her head away 
slightly, almost not asking. 


“What?” I ask her quickly, relishing the chance to talk to 
her some more as we walk, our pace so slow we're 
practically not moving at all. 


“I mean, it’s just you here,” she adds as if she’s wrestling 
with the question herself before she asks. 


“Just me,” I tell her eagerly, keeping my eyes on hers even 
though her face is still turned away. I see her redden and I 
feel that warmth inside me grows. 


“No wife, no girlfriend?” she finally asks, looking up at me. 
A make or break look in her eyes, reflecting how I felt only 
moments ago, wondering if a sweet girl like this could ever 
go for a guy like me. 


“You’re not...?” she adds before checking herself, assuring 
me it’s none of her business anyway. 


“Sorry,” she says quickly. “I just talk when I’m nervous.” 


“Why are you nervous?” I ask her, adding, “And I’m not. I’m 
single, Piper.” 


Spelling it out. The social way of telling someone you want 
them, but only if they want you. 


Her front teeth bite into her lower lip, and I realize we’re 
not even walking anymore, we’ve come to a complete stop. 


“T mean... filling in for dad... all on my own... I mean,” she 
says. 


“You’re a terrible liar,” I tell her, laughing to myself. 


Feeling like my chances are better than I thought and 
wanting to reach out and put my arm around her more than 
anything right now. 


I might just need to give her some truth instead of just 
hoping she'll fall into my arms. 


She blushes so hard, so embarrassed by me telling her that, 
that I apologize. But she agrees after a few moments. 


“Just tell me I’m not imagining things,” I tell her firmly 
rather than ask. Suddenly feeling like the only way to ever 


find out for sure if I stand a chance is to go out on a limb 
and try it the old fashioned way. 


Just ask her, ya dummy. 


I didn’t think she could get any redder, and then I feel bad. 
Like maybe I’ve said too much too soon. 


I’ve only just met her and here I am putting her on the spot. 


I apologize this time and once again, we stand like a couple 
of lovesick teenagers. 


Wait... one of us most likely is a teenager. 
Shit. 


“Pm nineteen,” she says, that hoarse, raspy tone again that 
seems to travel from my ears right down to my dick. 


I feel my heart leap, and a low growling sound makes me 
look around, suddenly feeling the need to protect her, to 
make sure nothing’s coming. 


But it’s the sound of my own need, and it’s already so close 
to coming I can feel a thick line of dampness running from 
my cock as I cast my eyes over her for what feels like the 
first time. 


“Nineteen,” I murmur, curling my lip again, feeling like the 
luckiest man alive as she giggles nervously. 


About the closest thing, I can get to a yes at the moment. 


And that’s fine with me. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


P iper 


It’s my own self-doubt. No man, apart from my dad has ever 
spoken to me for this long, let alone lit up once he finds out 
I’m old enough... and once I’ve asked enough to make sure 
that he’s single. Which Will is. 


I just wish I knew more about this kind of thing. 
I wish I knew what I was doing. 


Once he orders me to tell him he’s not imagining things... 
that he’s not imagining what we both know we feel, I feel 
myself burning up, red in the face and only wanting more of 
this... 


This thing that’s starting to grow between us. 


I’m happy to take it in baby steps, keep this excitement 
growing, and the wonder of it all so fresh. 


That’s what guys want too, right? The thrill of the chase is 
always better than... 


Oh, I wish I knew. 


Just as quickly as I hear Will groaning with pleasure at our 
conversation, he quickly suggests we carry on to the pump 
room. 


He looks around, almost like he’s expecting something to 
leap out at us and I feel a moment of hesitation, wondering 
if he has a big dog or something. But he shifts on his feet 
and starts to face forward on the path again. “Shall we?” he 
says, and I feel at ease again. 


Nice and slow. Just take it easy. 


The little walk, which we complete in silence, does us both 
good and I sense we can both breathe again, a little easier 
anyway. 


The pump room is joined to what looks like a general 
garden outhouse. 


The door’s unlocked and before Will opens it I can smell the 
familiar odor of chlorine and other garden chemicals. 


Maybe a bit like Will himself. Once that door opens, I don’t 
expect everything to be so big. So clean and so perfect 
looking. 


It looks like something out of a catalog for space-age pool 
equipment. All the top of the range, computerized and 
humming away happily. 


“Here it is,” Will announces, and it’s my turn to make a low 
sound, which is fortunately disguised by the sudden 
activation of one of the filter’s louder hums as I turn away 
from Will. 


I’ve never seen anything like this, and I can only assume 
dad’s come here on his own every time to deal with Will’s 
pool stuff. 


“Everything alright?” Will asks loudly, and turning my face 
slightly I crease a smile, holding a thumb up and spotting 
the water ph testing equipment, I figure IIl start with that. 


Leave the operating of the space shuttle here for a little 
while... test some water, scoop a leaf... maybe move onto 
the indoor pool after that. 


I bend down to pick up the water testing kit and feel Will’s 
eyes on me from behind. 


Instead of feeling like I usually would, ashamed or 
embarrassed, I feel a rush of heat again. I don’t mind that 
Will’s checking me out from behind... in fact, it makes me so 
horny all of a sudden I can hardly stand, so I stay perched 
over and make like I’m rooting around in his pool chemical 
storage. 


By the time I do stand up and turn around, he’s gone. 


I see spots for a while, and gathering up the pool chemical 
and test kit I make my way back up the path to the outdoor 
pool. 


Wherever he went, he left in a hurry. 


I tell myself he probably had something to do, he strikes me 
as a selfmade man and most likely has more to concern 
himself with than staring at my fat ass all day. 


But those eyes on me... that sound... He told you to tell him 
he wasn’t imagining things... he likes you! 


Sighing and feeling like I’m walking on air, I make it to the 
pool and notice an ivy-clad pool house to one side I didn’t 
see earlier. A kind of shack that in reality is probably bigger 
than our whole house. The door’s ajar but I can’t see much 
with the plantation shutters half-closed. 


I’m impressed with Will’s place. It’s huge, palatial... but the 
way he carries himself and the feel it gives off by its 
presentation makes it feel like a home as well. 


Cozy-classy, but on a grand scale. Like him. 


I focus on the job, for now, keeping a keen ear out for Will in 
case he comes back. The doors to the house are closed and 
I figure he’s doing whatever it is he does for the day. 


The water tests perfect, it doesn’t need chlorinating either. 
If I didn’t know better I’d guess that somebody was having 
a pool guy come out just to keep him in business. 


But a pool girl though? Was that his plan all along? 


I bent over, telling myself to stop it with the fantasy already, 
reaching down I thrust my hand into the freezing water to 
clear the leaf trap which is empty when I hear that low 
groaning sound again. 


A growl, like an animal. 
I lift my head suddenly but can’t see anything. 
It sounds like it’s coming from the pool house though. 


I make my way to the side of the pool closest to the pool 
house to check the other leaf trap and bent over on all 
fours, I hear it again, this time only more intense. 


It actually sounds like someone growling my name. 


I stand suddenly, turn and look at the pool house again, and 
I’m certain I can see Will through the shutters. 


It looks like he’s... 
Oh my. 


But it’s too late. 


I take a step back and watch the world flip as I tumble, 
backward into the pool. 


The shock of the cold is instant but quickly replaced with a 
scarier feeling. 


My parka is soaking up water quicker than I can try to 
make my way to the surface. 


I panic and watch blue-white spheres of my own screams 
float past my eyes before I feel myself hitting the bottom of 
the deepest end of the pool. 


I hear myself scream one last time before everything goes 
black. 


The one thing, the only thing on my mind... 
Will! 


CHAPTER SIX 


Wi 


Seeing her bent over like that, the hum of the filters 
sending vibrations through the cement floor straight up to 
my dick, which suddenly feels like it’s about to explode. 


I can’t stand it. 


I can’t stand here. One more second in her company, and I 
know I won’t be able to control this feeling, this 
overpowering urge to be inside her. 


I thought I was okay. I thought I could take things slow with 
Piper but once she bends over in front of me like that... holy 
fuck, it’s like a switch has been flipped and so has my mind. 


You'll be mine... and Ill have you on more than just your 
knees bent over. 


Before she turns around again, I panic. 


I sprint to the only place I know she mightn’t think to look 
for me, the pool house. 


Once inside, I tear open my robe and yank my speedo down, 
freeing my cock which is already twitching. 


The cool air gives me some relief but it feels like there’s no 
stopping what’s about to happen. 


A thick line of clear precome runs free as I moan aloud, my 
hands trembling as I debate whether I should really be 
doing this. 


It’s supposed to be for her, every inch, every last drop. 


Once I see her coming up the path to the pool, I grit my 
teeth, feeling my jaw sting with tension as I watch her. A 
new edge of hardness growing just from the sight of her 
again so soon. 


True to her task, she bends down on all fours and starts 
checking the leaf traps... and that’s it. 


I’m done. I’m totally gone now. 


Her full chest is almost spilling out of her jacket. I can see 
her white tee underneath straining as her tits fight to free 
themselves as she bends forward. 


My hand is pumping my hardness before I can even think, a 
low moan, followed by an inhuman growl escapes me. 


I can’t help it now, the sight of her and the sensation of my 
cock about to get the relief it needs is too much for me to 
even try and control any longer. 


Even when she stands up, looking straight at me through 
the shutters, I don’t care if she can see me or not anymore. 


I hope she can see me, see what her perfect fucking body is 
doing to mine, making me lose all control like this. 


If anything, I want to come for her now, if it can’t be inside 
her it may as well be in front of her. 


She bends over again, to check the second leaf trap and I 
feel my balls start to rise up, my breath at a frantic pace 
that matches the blur of my hand against my stiff purple 
head. 


Clenching my jaw tighter. I try to hold it but the sight of her 
on all fours from behind now, moving those thick thighs just 
far enough apart so I can make out her mound... imagining 
myself thrusting my thick meat deep up inside her. 


“Agggghhhhrrrrrr.... Fuck! Piiiipppeeeeerrrm!!” I hear 
myself growl, throwing my head back and hearing a strange 
animal cry, feeling my thick shaft starting to twitch as it 
sends thick ropes of my hot seed splashing against the 
glass. 


It’s not inside her but I have plenty more of it for her, I can 
feel it building in me again already just from looking at her. 


I want to watch her while I come, and I thrust my shaft 
forward, squeezing myself harder with each pulse, grunting 
with each fresh shot from my swollen head. 


She stands and turns, and I swear for a single moment our 
eyes meet through the shutters, making me smile with 
satisfaction as my climax finally begins to slow. 


But my heart explodes in my chest for a different reason, 
she steps back and I moan aloud again... this time in horror 
as I watch her slip and fall backward, into the deepest end 
of the pool. 


I experience a split second of indecision. 


I’m half-naked in my pool house, my cock still twitching with 
my climax, and my new pool girl is stumbling, fully clothed 
in the freezing water. 


My protective instincts kick in, and before I know it, the 
freezing water has shocked me to my senses. 


I’ve tossed aside my robe and sprinted from the pool house 
and dived in to save her. 


If my dick’s out, too bad. It might give her something to 
grab onto. 


But it’s more serious than I thought. 


The puffy parka has filled with water in seconds, pulling her 
straight down and I swim through the last of her screams as 
giant bubbles, break against my chest before I can finally 
reach her. 


Her eyes are closed and there are no more bubbles, just 
her sweet mouth gaping slightly. 


I thrust an arm around her, using my other to thrash 
through the water as my legs spring us both up to the 
surface. 


I squeeze her diaphragm as I make for the steps, feeling 
some of the water in her coming up but she’s still 
unconscious. 


Hold on Piper. Just you hold on. 


Lifting her out of the water once I feel the steps under my 
feet, I carry her in my arms to the lawn by the edge of the 
paved path, laying her down gently but swiftly. 


Frantically, I tear open her sodden jacket, her thick chest is 
round and full with large dark nipples. 


Not my concern right now, but I can’t help but utter a cry of 
disbelief at just how beautiful she is. 


Turning her onto her side, I’m overjoyed when she heaves 
up the remaining water and starts to splutter. 


I hold her like I’ve never held anything in my life, swearing 
to myself that nothing is ever gonna happen to her ever 
again. 


Ever. 


She hacks and heaves for a while longer, slowly regaining 
her senses before she turns to face me, looking 
embarrassed more than anything. 


“T thought I was gonna have to give you the kiss of life,” I 
say, trying to make light of what could have been a deadly 
situation. 


She smiles feebly, water running from the side of her 
mouth, her hair slick on both sides of her sweet face. 


“Why didn’t you then?” she rasps, clutching at me as hard 
as I’m holding onto her. 


“Because if I did,” I tell her. “I wouldn’t have been able to 
stop,” I tell her honestly, my voice nearly breaking with 
emotion as I hold her closer. 


“Oh, Will,” she gasps, shivering suddenly. 


I stand with her in my arms, feeling my hardness restored 
and pressing into the small of her back, not caring in the 
least. 


“Let’s get you inside and out of these wet clothes,” I say 
firmly. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


P iper 


At the same instant I think of him... my last thought as I try 
and call out for Will, it’s only a few moments before I feel a 
pressure around my middle in the darkness. 


A part of me is ready to give up and let go, but a greater 
part of me knows it’s him. 


That he’s saved me. 
That I will belong to him from now on... Forever. 


I slip into a kind of deeper darkness, but I know it’s not the 
end. It’s more like the beginning. 


The sensation of cold air, and being turned on my side 
hurling up pool water slaps me awake. I can’t see properly 
when I try to open my eyes, but I can feel something that 
tells me I’m saved. 


Will’s huge arms are holding me and I can feel his 
nakedness against me, forcing a weak smile to play on my 
lips. 


I shiver once he tells me what would’ve happened if he’d 
given me the kiss of life. 


I’m starting to freeze for real, but the warmth that’s 
growing deep down inside me is lit once again. 


He carries me in his arms, into the pool house, firmly telling 
me he’s gonna get me out of my wet clothes. 


Where I was shy and embarrassed before, I know I have to 
get naked now, if only to stop from going hypothermic. 


He lays me out on a huge wicker sofa that has giant 
waterproof cushions and pillows. The interior of the pool 
house has a tropical theme and looks geared up for 
company and pool parties. 


Something I just know has never happened somehow. 


There’s an empty bar and large tropical style plants in pots. 
The floor’s tiled with sandy looking slabs, non-slip and like 
everything else around here, spotless. 


Will props my head up, looking concerned, my teeth are 
chattering and I’m shaking more than ever, but secretly, I’m 
trying to crane my head forward. 


I could swear I saw his member was out. 


He reaches for his robe, which is on the floor close by and 
covers me with it, then it looks like he’s tucking himself 
back into his speedo before he looks at me seriously. 


“Piper, I need you to undress. You'll get very sick 
otherwise.” 


I hear myself half protest but I’ve already unbuttoned my 
jeans and Will looks at me again sternly. 


“I’m going to help you, okay? It’s only to help you dry get 
and warm,” he says, reassuringly. Not a hint of any ulterior 


motive in his voice. 


I might be pouting when he says that, but I can’t feel my 
mouth or my face. 


Easing me forward as I sit up as much as I can, he peels off 
the heavy and very wet parka which he tosses angrily to 
one side. I feel even colder suddenly, my breasts feel like 
icicles and Will’s eyes freeze on them. 


I know my breast are huge. I’ve been self-conscious of that 
most of my life and right now my nipples feel like bullets. I 
didn’t wear a bra today either... it just makes it easier 
skimming leaves all day. 


Will shakes his head, half in disbelief but I also know he’s 
telling himself something. 


Maybe telling himself he can’t, that he mustn’t. 


But right now, despite everything else, it’s all I want him to 
do. 


He forces his eyes away and doesn’t look as he lifts my 
sodden T-shirt over my head, making sure he covers me 
with his huge, fuzzy robe up top while he finishes unzipping 
my jeans. 


I hear myself starting to whimper, whining with an urgency 
that seems to worry Will. 


“Sorry, Piper, almost there. Then I’ll go get some blankets. 
We just need to get these wet clothes off, now,” he says 
firmly, his jaw set with determination. 


I moan as he unzips me, and although numb, I lift my butt 
and shimmy as he has to yank hard to get the wet denim off 
my thick flesh. 


His tugging sets my chest bouncing and my nipples 
scratching, cold and hard against his robe making me moan 
again. 


I automatically start to press my legs together, trying to rub 
my pussy with my thighs. 


God, what this man is doing to me. All I wanna do is... 


“Piper! I need your help here,” he says, commanding me to 
stay still and keep my legs straight as he finally pulls my 
jeans down far enough to start to slide them down. 


I feel the warmth of his breath as he puffs against me. His 
eyes are fixed on my mound now, I can feel it and he lets out 
a low groan himself. 


“Will,” I moan, reaching for him, grabbing at his hair and 
tugging it, my intense arousal almost too much for me now. 


Most of my body feels numb, but all the parts I want Will to 
touch are burning like fire. 


He eases my jeans off and with his eyes fixed on my mound 
which I can feel is only covered by a thin layer of drenched 
white material, I open my legs wider, gasping as I feel my 
whole pussy start to quiver. 


I start to shudder all over and Will swallows hard, his hands 
finally resting on the inside of my thighs, making us both 
groan with pleasure. 


If I am freezing to death, I don’t feel it. 
Far from it. I’m damned burning up. 


“Piper,” he cautions me. “I need to get some blankets,” he 
says firmly. His dark eyes are blazing now and I can feel his 
heart racing through the pulse in his hands, thumping new 
life into me with every beat. 


I’m shaking my head, reaching out for him again, whining 
again. 


“I need you here, Will, here!” I gasp, pulling my panties to 
one side and jolting from the sensation. 


“Will... I’m gonna... I’m gonna...” I feel it, something inside 
me about to burst and I know if Will doesn’t touch me it’s 
gonna happen all on its own anyway. 


He has a split second of indecision, but my eyes are 
pleading with him. 


“T want you to...” I whisper, “I want you to...” 


As I said, I’ve never even kissed a boy... or a man. And until 
this moment, I haven’t wanted to. 


My first kiss from Will is his whole, hot mouth right over my 
quivering pussy, right before his tongue slides deep inside 
my twitching wet hole. 


He groans just as loudly as I do and I feel the warm, smooth 
wetness of his lips, the heavy vibration of his groaning 
buzzing right through me while his tongue starts to explore 
inside me and then outside, rolling over my thickened clit 
which feels as stiff and thick as my nipples right now. 


I thought I’d explode as soon as he touched me, but 
something shifts up a gear and I hear myself telling Will not 
to stop, to keep doing what he’s doing. 

“T’m yours, Will,” I gasp. 


“You saved my... life... now it’s yours... do what you want 
with it... take me.” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


P iper 


Its what she wants. She told me so herself and by god, 
she'll have it. 


I have no intention of stopping, she doesn’t need to 
encourage me to keep going. 


I thought draining my balls might help some, but once her 
body is against mine, once I started to peel her clothes off... 


I’m as hard as when I started, maybe more so and I can feel 
my thick, hot seed oozing out of me as I run my hands up 
the inside of her thick thighs, groaning as she yanks those 
panties aside, telling me what I’ve longed to hear. 


She wants me. She wants me to have her 


I hank her panties off and my mouth is on her slick mound 
in seconds, fuck she tastes sweet. 


I know at once that I’m gonna give her this every day from 
now on every chance I get. 


I’m hooked and I know from her hips bucking up hard 
against me, and her thick creamy thighs locking around my 
neck that I’m not going anywhere anything soon. 


Suits me just fine. 


She’s snuggled up in my robe up top, leaving just her 
bottom half bare. The heat from my own body and now 
what I feel coming from hers tells me she’s in no danger of 
freezing to death. 


I may have just found the ultimate emergency cure for 
hypothermia. 


Her moans get louder and my growls and grunts get 
harder. I don’t mind if she screams her head off, it’s making 
me so hard knowing just how much she’s getting off and I 
want to give her every moment of sheer pleasure I can 
before she comes in my mouth. 


My hands move from her thighs, up to her hips... oh these 
hips. I can feel them, kneading them with both my hands I 
realize that Piper’s body was built for mine, she’ll be a 
perfect fit I just know it. 


Not to mention perfect for childbearing. 


I groan again, the urge to fill her with my seed almost 
unbearable, if it weren’t for her long and loud moans, 
calling my name and telling me to fuck her with my mouth. 


She sounds like a different person, I would never have 
thought she’d even think half the things she’s calling out, 
let alone say them. 


I introduce one, and then two of my fingers, working 
around her opening as my other hand starts to squeeze her 
perfect ass... the ass that started all this in the first place. 


Her breath starts to quicken suddenly, and I feel her pussy 
start to shudder in time with her whole body, which locks up 
before she really starts to come. 


Hard. 


I moan, she moans and it’s like something inside us both is 
unplugged. I can taste her essence, feel it running over my 
mouth and tongue. Her hands press my head down, hard, 
pushing my mouth and tongue deeper inside her as she 
twitches and jerks. 


I grip her ass cheeks with both hands now, squeezing them 
and pressing them, amazed at how long and how hard she’s 
coming for me. 


Her first time in my mouth and it’s my first taste of her... 
and already I want more. 


I want this forever. 


I have to take air in, but only once I know she’s done and 
the waves of her climax have washed over her. 


I move up, pressing my warm body against hers so she can 
benefit from my heat now. 


I feel my dick bobbing and swaying, the slick, hot wetness of 
my tip brushing the inside of her legs and making her gasp 
as she opens her eyes wider suddenly. 


“Its alright,” I assure her. “I just want to feel you... we 
don’t have to-” I start to say, suddenly realizing her look of 
surprise. 


Her returning look of doubt. 


Her lower lip trembles and she holds me, hugging me like 
her life depends on it. I hear her sob and feel her body 
shake with it. 


“Piper... what is it?” I ask, but I know. 


I feel wretched like I’ve frightened her by making her think 
I was going to- 


But she’s shaking her head. 


“Tt’s not you, Will. It’s me... I’ve never been with anyone 
before... I’m a-” 


I don’t need her to say it, I only want to let her know I’m 
here for her. That we can do whatever she wants, but only 
when she’s ready. 


I kiss her. Tasting her sweet lips along with her climax is the 
sweetest thing I’ve ever tasted, and she yields to my kiss, 
and then to my body. 


Letting me rest my whole weight against her, my hardness 
tactfully pressing up against her belly, I feel her stroking my 
hair as our kiss becomes more passionate, our tongues 
exploring, like two lovers who have been doing this their 
whole lives with each other. 


Like time has stopped, and I’m no longer forty and she’s not 
nineteen. 


We’re just two souls who’ve found each other, recognized 
ourselves as two parts of the same puzzle and we just lay 
there... kissing and holding one another until I remember, 
slowly that she really needs to get under some blankets. 


I’m warm, she’s warmer, but I want her dry and safe in a 
warm bed before anything else. Preferably my bed. 


“I’m taking you inside now, up to my room,” I tell her, 
scooping her up and making sure she’s covered with as 
much of my robe as possible. 


I know she wants to stay down here, but there’s time 
enough for more of the same later. 


For now, I need to know she’s gonna be alright. 
“Tl call my doctor,” I tell her, feeling her tense up, 


“No,” she pleads. “No doctors. I’ll be fine, just dry me off 
and take me to bed,” she says dreamily, and I’m again 
aware of the effect of her words, her body on my hardness. 


Hearing her say the words take me and bed is almost too 
much for me, but I make it inside and find the stairs. 


I tuck her into my bed and order her to stay put while I 
fetch some towels. 


Turning to leave, I hear her giggle, then gasp. I spin around 
and seeing her eyes fixed on my own arousal, I forget about 
towels and opt for climbing in right next to her, believing 
her when she tells me the sheets and the heat from my cock 
will have her dry in no time. 


CHAPTER NINE 


P iper 


Will’s sheets. His bed. It feels like a showroom and I wonder 
just how much these sheets actually cost and if I’m ruining 
then with my wetness. 


But once he slides in next to me, kissing me again and then 
my head as I nuzzle into his huge, powerful, and warm 
chest, I forget everything, and pretty soon I must fall asleep 
because when I wake up, Will’s gone but I can hear his 
voice from downstairs. 


I can still smell Will’s spicy perfect smell on the sheets, taste 
him in my mouth, but not having him right next to me 
makes me want to seek him out. 


I’ve got nothing on and no robes or clothes insight. The 
robe I had earlier is gone, and I figure Will must be wearing 
it. 

Wrapping myself in his bedspread, I steady myself, feeling 


my legs wobble until I remember what happened, and I 
smile to myself. 


A very pleasant sensation glows inside of me and I hug his 
bedding even tighter, hugging my elbows and breathing in 
a deep sigh of satisfaction. 


Creeping over to the doorway, I crane my neck to make 
sure no one else is there. I can hear his voice again, it 
sounds like he’s on the phone. 


My heart feels like it’s stopped and a wave of panic replaces 
my euphoria as I realize he’s talking to my dad. 


“It’s fine Guy... It really is. Like I said, it was just a little 
tumble and she got a soaking... yeah. Well, you sound sicker 
than anyone else right now, so no. You’re not coming over 
here to get her... I’ll make sure the other clients get 
notified she’s late...” 


He goes quiet and knowing my dad Will’s having to stay 
silent so he can say his piece, it’s the only way to get 
anywhere with dad. 


But how does he know? Will sounds like he knows my dad 
as well as I do maybe more. 


The thought chills me further, and I feel a tugging in my 
mind. Like a memory, I can see but can’t place myself inside 
of. As though it’s a memory that belongs to somebody else. 


“C’mon, buddy...” I hear Will continue finally. “Don’t be like 
that... I won’t let your business suffer and I’ll make sure 
Piper’s alright, I promise. Even if I have to go clean those 
pools myself!” he exclaims, and I know that he means it. 


I know he would. 


There’s a short silence, then I hear Will sighing to himself 
with relief, and then he chuckles softly. 


“Alright, my friend... you stay in bed yourself and TIl call in 
when you’re feeling up to it... yeah, I will.. I’ll tell her.” 


He hangs up and turning slowly his eyes meet mine as I 
stand at the top of the stairs. 


“T didn’t mean to wake you,” Will smiles. “Feeling better?” 
he asks, looking genuinely concerned. 


If it’s anything how I feel... 


“How come you know my dad so well?” I hear myself ask, 
my voice sounding like it’s in a tunnel. 


Will looks puzzled for a second, then creases his mouth in a 
frown, breathing hard through his nose. 


“You don’t remember?” he asks, not sounding hurt, more 
hopeful. 


I kind of do remember, but it’s from a time in my life when I 
was probably too young to form proper memories. 


I shake my head slightly, feeling a creeping sensation I don’t 
like so much. 


I like Will, a lot. But I don’t like this feeling inside me when I 
think of him and my dad both at the same time. 


“TIl come up,” he says, but I’m already halfway down the 
stairs now. 


I need to know. I need to remember. 


I stumble on the last few steps and Will catches me by the 
elbows, puffing his cheeks. 


“C’mon Piper, back to bed,” he says firmly, but I hold my 
ground. 


“How come you know my dad so well, Will?” I ask him 
forcefully, not meaning to sound so mad, but my voice 
echoes off the wide space of the hallway. 


“T’ve known your dad since before you were born, Piper. If 
he never mentioned it, I’m not sure what to tell you. I 
helped set him up in business.” 


I feel my mouth gaping, my jaw dropping as a whole flood of 
memories that have no real context suddenly come flooding 
back to me. 


“T do alright for myself,” Will continues, in a bit of a reverie 
of his own, “And well... Well, I loaned your dad the money 
and gave him some advice when he started out.” 


“You know my dad,” I say softly, feeling a new kind of shock 
pump through my system. 


“Not just your pool guy. You actually know my dad, from 
like, forever?” I ask again, totally dumbfounded. 


Will shrugs a little and moves to hug me, to draw me closer 
to him so as to keep me warm. 


But I can’t. 


I feel my head shaking violently. My fantasy has developed a 
new, nightmarish quality. 


I can’t do this with my dad’s friends... I can’t... It doesn’t... 


“T have to go.” I squeak suddenly, turning this way and then 
that way, trying to even think of what I’m gonna wear out of 
here, let alone how I’m going to manage to play catch up on 
the rest of the pool jobs I have booked for today. 


Tomorrow and the day after are booked solid too, I can’t 
just skip a whole day. 


My first day helping dad too. He’s got the flu and will be out 
for a week at least, probably two. 


I hear myself whimpering again, whining. 


But for a very different reason. 


“T gotta go. Let me go, Will,” I shriek, tearing myself free 
from him and shuffling towards the kitchen, wanting to get 
to the pool house and get my clothes. 


“Piper!” Will calls after me, but I can’t look at him. I feel like 
I’ve betrayed my dad and now I’ve ruined his business all in 
one day. 


“Piper!” 


He calls after me again, and I remember how hearing him 
say my name just a short while ago felt special, but now it 
only fills me with dread. 


Because I know in my heart of hearts, like it or not... 


That I’m head over heels in love with Will. And he’s my 
dad’s friend. My dad’s only friend. 


CHAPTER TEN 


Wi 


I didn’t think she remembered. 


But no way would I have thought she’d react like this. I 
worry again that maybe she is seriously is unwell, that I 
should have called 911 or at least my doctor. 


But, the thought of another person, another man examining 
her, touching her. 


The thought makes me growl defensively. 
No. Like she said, no doctors. 


She’s just had a shock and now she knows I financed her 
dad’s business... hell, I’ve been carrying him for as long as I 
can remember. All for the sake of him being my friend and 
knowing he had a daughter to look out for. 


But that’s nothing. It’s small change and worth it to know 
my oldest friend isn’t struggling. 


So how’s he not gonna struggle once he knows what you’ve 
done. What you’ve done with his little girl? 


I shake my head, my hands balled up into fists. I can’t think 
like that. He didn’t make Piper a part of my life because he 
was busy, we both are... months turned into years, but I 
always made sure they had enough, that he always had 
plenty to fall back on if times got tough or business went 
quiet. 


Plus, she’s an adult now, able to make adult decisions. 
And boy has she made some adult decisions today. 


I laugh suddenly, relaxing my body and calling after Piper 
again. I remember the pledge I just made to Guy, and to her 
really. 


I need to make sure she’s well and that she’s safe. I’ll clean 
her damned pool route if I have to. Why not? It might even 
be fun. 


She can come too, but she has to stay bundled up and well 
away from the water. 


“Piper!” I call out again, hustling to where I know she’s 
headed, passing the laundry as I walk through the kitchen. 


Her washed clothes spinning noiselessly in the tumble 
dryer. 


I reach her once she’s on her way back inside. The sun is 
low on the horizon now, its afternoon but it’s still more like 
winter than early spring this year. 


She shivers and even coughs. 


“Right. Get your ass in here. C’mere,” I order, shutting the 
doors behind her, bundling what looks like my bedspread 
tighter around her, and holding her close until I can’t help 
it. 


I have to pick her up again, carrying her into the closest, 
warmest place, the living room. 


I set her on the leather sofa, and although she’s done 
protesting or saying that she wants to leave, she’s pouting. 


Scowling. 


“What’s the matter?” I ask her. “I washed all your clothes, 
they’re drying right now, be done any minute.” 


Her scowl softens, slowly turning into a smile. 


“You washed my clothes?” she says, her eyes wide and she 
makes the cutest face I just have to kiss. 


I feel instant relief, seeing her run like that, telling me she’s 
leaving... I can’t have that. I won’t have that. Not anymore. 


“I told your dad and now I’m telling you. I’ll clean all the 
pools on your round. Today, tomorrow, all week if I have to. 
Just don’t say you’re gonna leave Piper. Not after what we 
just did... how I feel..” I stammer, hearing the emotion 
return to my voice, realizing just how deep I’m in with this 
girl now. 


Realizing that I actually love her. 


I open my mouth to tell her so, but she has more questions 
of her own. 


“T just don’t understand how dad never mentioned you. 
How come you never came around?” she asks, as though 
she’s thinking out loud to herself. 


I sigh gently, squatting down in front of her, finally resting 
myself on my knees between her legs. She opens her 
blanket. My blanket and I groan with a renewed interest 
that threatens to break all my concentration. 


“I see your dad a lot...sometimes,” I tell her, struggling to 
recall the last time I actually did, in a social sense. We speak 
more on the phone, he’s so busy but when he comes to do 
the pools, we just shoot the breeze. 


Sometimes. 


Admittedly, it’s not like it was in the old days, and I know he 
hasn’t touched the money I’ve been sending. 


‘IT don’t need your handouts anymore, Will. Business is 
good. I paid you back so let’s just leave it at that,’ he often 
says whenever I know things aren’t going great and he 
needs to spend what I’ve given him. 


I realize now it was to protect Piper. That he didn’t want 
her knowing if things were tight because he knows how 
much she worries. 


Feeling my hands run up her thick, smooth thighs again, I 
grip her by them and pull her close so her body’s pressed 
right up against mine. 


She draws the blanket around us both, and her arms hook 
around my neck. 


“We can tell him in time,” I tell her. “Nobody has to know 
anything about us until you want them to.” 


That ripple of worry passes over her again, and I kiss her 
tenderly, wishing there was a way to stay like this forever 
and not have anyone else upset by it. 


Namely her dad. 


I know Guy well enough. He won’t just feel mad, he’ll be 
hurt and feel betrayed, like I spent all this time helping him 
just so I could help myself to Piper once she was grown up, 
which isn’t true at all. 


“Do you mean it?” Piper asks, suddenly breaking my train of 
thought. 


I think she means it in reply to me telling her how much I 
love her until I remember I haven’t even told her that yet. 


I try to tell her again, but she interrupts. “About the pools 
route? Will you really help me clean them all?” 


I smile, chuckle and then kiss her again, and then again. 


If I can’t get a word in to tell her how much I care, I may as 
well show her how much I love her... and her dad too, by 
helping them both out. 


“Sure I will,” I say, a matter of fact but caution her firmly. 
“You, however? You stay wrapped up and nowhere near any 
water, understand?” I tell her, shaking a finger in front of 
her face, smiling. 


She nods slowly, kissing the tip of my finger, which she then 
proceeds to start to suck. I shudder a breath in and wonder 
just how I’ll manage to ever leave the house if this keeps up, 
let alone be bothered to clean anything, especially a 
damned pool. 


“Now, Piper,” I tell her again, using my best diplomatic tone. 


“Just show it to me again, Will. Let me see it. Let me suck 
it,” she says, teasing me, her eyes wide, making me swallow 
hard because I know how serious she really is. 


Her hand starts to explore under my robe, and once I feel 
her palm wrap around the swollen head of my cock, I know 
I’m done for all over again. 


She grinds her jaw, shifting in her seat, making the leather 
squeak under her, her breath starting to pant as she starts 
to jerk me off, making me moan loudly. 


Switching hands, she keeps working me while bringing the 
other up to her mouth, kissing and then licking the thick 
line of clear fluid which she’s traced right from my dick to 
her mouth. 


I never thought a girl like Piper would be into talking dirty, 
into anything we’ve done so far, but knowing she is, just 
makes me want her even more. It makes me wonder just 
how much longer I can wait until she’s ready for me to 
claim her properly. 


“T want you so bad, Piper,” I groan, not even hiding my look 
of near desperation, the need to fill her is all consuming 
now. 


She slows her hand but holds her grip on my organ. Her 
own breath shivering into a whimper again and I feel her 
need for me, but still, she holds back from letting me claim 
her completely. 


“Maybe once we finish the pools,” she says cryptically, 
looking down again and gasping. 


I feel my eyes rolling, but close them instead, commanding 
myself to have some patience, reminding myself that Piper 
just about drowned today. 


I should just be thankful for things going the way they have 
in the downstairs department. 


“Whatever you want,” I whisper, pecking her lips and 
jumping a little as she squeezes me one last time before 
letting me go. 


“How many do you have to do?” I ask her, deliberately 
distracting my own body and mind from what it would 
rather be doing right now. 


“Pd have to check the schedule, but I think three. If I 
include the swamp but I think we can skip that one,” she 
says, quickly looking away, looking like she wants me to 
change the subject too. 


“Oh no you don’t,” I say loudly, wagging my finger again 
with a smile. 


“Who’s number three? What the hell’s the swamp?” I ask, 
noting her ‘remind me to tell you later’ look. 


“You'll see,” she sighs. “But we’d better get moving if you’re 
serious. It’ll be dark out in a few hours. 


“We’ll make it,” I tell her confidently. “But only if you feel up 
to it?” I ask, again. 


“You’re going to be doing all the work, remember?” she 
says wistfully, pecking my lips before whispering thank you 
into my ear, making my heart sing and me feeling like I 
could clean a thousand pools if only she was there to watch. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


P iper 


I don’t mean to overreact, but hearing that it was Will who 
got my dad started... that he still helps him out. 


Its clear to me now, why the pools are both so clean, 
making it easier for dad when he has to come to do Will’s. 
Why dad was able to put me through college... a hundred, a 
thousand other things suddenly making sense now. 


Except one. 
Why didn’t dad tell me? 


He let me think it was just his good luck or the name of his 
business that drew the customers in, whereas now I can 
see, it was all floating on Will’s money. 


I want to ask Will why. Why would he help anyone so much? 
But thinking about it, dad has no real friends, only pool 
clients and me of course, but that’s different. 


I want to ask him, but I also figure it’s none of my business. 
It hurts a little that dad never mentioned a lot of things, but 


I figure he must have his reasons, and I’m sure Will does 
too. 


A piercing electronic sound breaks our thoughts, and I look 
to Will, almost worried. 


“Your clothes, M’ lady. Dried but not pressed if that’s 
alright?” 


I nod excitedly and following Will as he moves to stand, I 
sway a little, almost losing my balance, hoping he won’t 
notice. 


“Are you sure you’re okay?” he asks, scanning me from 
head to toes as if he’s an x-ray machine. 


“T feel fine,” I chuckle. “Really, I am.” 


Those spots are back again, in front of my eyes but it isn’t 
until we reach the laundry room that I realize I haven’t 
eaten today, and also that my puffy parka is the drip dry 
kind... and not in the dryer. 


“Does that mean you want me only wearing this?” I ask, 
holding up my white tee which looks like it’s shrunk. 


Will growls thoughtfully, holding it up against his own huge 
body, making it look like baby clothes. 


“I think you'll wear this and nothing else once we get home, 
for now, IIl find a jacket or a sweater that fits,” he says with 
a firm tone, leaving me to get dressed and hearing him 
disappear upstairs again, it hits me. 


Home. 
He said, ‘Once we get home again...’ 


I feel my face scrunch up las I hold my hands to the sides of 
my head. 


I can’t stay here. I have to go home to dad after the pool 
round. He’s still sick and I need to take care of him. 


I have to push it to the back of my mind, for now, being with 
Will is far more interesting and he’s gonna help get the pool 
route done. That’s where I should focus my attention for 
now. 


I’ll worry about dad once we’re done. 
We. 


It sounds so natural, so permanent when I think of Will and 
me, together. 


AS a ‘we.’ 


If anyone saw how quickly this guy can clean and maintain 
any pool to a professional level, my dad and I would both be 
out of a job. 


He won’t even let me drive and insists I stay wrapped and 
covered up. After the last of the three pools we have to do, I 
feel sweaty, hot. 


“Tt’s not a fever or anything else, Will,” I complain, yanking 
my blanket open as I sit in the passenger side of the van on 
the way to our last job. 


“It’s being wrapped up like a bug in cotton wool. Anyone 
would think it’s because you don’t want anyone to see me or 
something,” I announce, a slight sting in my voice. 


“I don’t,” he says dryly. “Not wearing that T-shirt anyway. If 
anyone sees more than your ankles, it'll be over my dead 
body.” 


I think I feel flattered, but I don’t want to spend the rest of 
my life wrapped in a blanket either, even if it does smell like 
Will. 


Will rests his huge hand on my leg, through the blanket. 


“I’m sorry, Piper. I hear you. I just mean that for today, 
because you only have that T-shirt on.” 


I speedily toss the whole blanket off me and stretch, 
noticing how hard Will has to concentrate on the road while 
he tries not to look at me at the same time. 


I can feel my chest stiffen again, there’s still a chill in the 
air, but mostly it’s from knowing how much it drives Will to 
distraction. 


“And mostly for my own safety,” he says in mock 
seriousness, taking his time to thoroughly enjoy what he 
sees once we stop at the next set of lights. 


The car behind us honks, letting us know the light’s 
changed, but Will hasn’t finished looking at me yet, and I 
open my legs a little for him. 


The horn behind us blares again, this time for longer like 
they’re holding it down. 


I can hear a familiar but muted shriek cutting through 
above it. 


Ugh. 


Will makes the light, but the car behind has to squeal to a 
stop as it turns red again. 


Will shrugs, beaming with satisfaction, snapping his fingers, 
and asking me who the last job of the day is. 


“We’ve made good time. Should be home in time for 
dinner,” he boasts as I crinkle a weak smile. 


“What?” he asks. “What is it, Piper?” 


We pull up to the all too familiar house, our last job for the 
day. The one I promised to come back and finish. 


Its witch face Barbie’s place. 


Just as we pull up out front, her red sports squeals into the 
driveway, she tries to leap out as best she can in four inch 
heels but only manages to totter a few feet before getting 
stuck in the lawn as they sink. 


“Oh good, she’s home,” I moan sarcastically, rolling my eyes 
and maybe wishing I’d warned Will about this particular 
client. 


Will stifles a laugh, watching her in the side mirror. I feel a 
pang of irritation though, even jealousy. 


As annoying as she is, Barbie... Vanessa is just the type that 
most guys would go for. She’s thin, with big boobs and hair, 
lots of make-up and dresses like you have to pay to well... 


She ends up slipping out of her heels and storming up to 
the driver’s side of the pool maintenance van. I assume she 
thinks she’s going to be giving me a verbal dressing down 
for leaving her at the light and for taking so long to come 
back to clean her swamp pool. 


I defiantly fling my blanket off, jutting my chest out as Will 
winds the window down, making Barbie’s angry red face 
turn white. 


I know full well the effect Will Emmet has on women. 


And that’s what’s bugging me before he even opens his 
mouth or gets out of the van. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


Wi 


I can see why Piper left this one ‘til last. 


I don’t usually deal with people face to face much anymore. 
And two seconds into Vanessa and I fully understand why, 
reminding myself it’s a safe policy to have. 


Vanessa’s opened her mouth, furious because she sees the 
pool van and figures its Piper that held her up at the lights 
as well as not coming back sooner to clean her pool. 


But once she sets eyes on me, the change in her is instant. 
Automatic. 


She starts to preen her hair and flutter her eyes at me, 
puckering her lips while she makes a weird sound... like 
she’s laying an egg. 


I really struggle not to openly laugh at her, this is one of 
Guy’s clients after all. 


It’s just been so long since I’ve seen what some women 
think men want that I’m astonished. 


“Uh, I’m Will,” I tell her, stepping out of the van and 
offering my hand politely. “Sorry we’re late... and uh... 
about the lights back there. I don’t usually drive the van, 
SO...” 


Vanessa looks up at me, her eyes scanning me from my hair, 
right down to the laces of my sneakers before she clucks 
with approval. 


Another weird sound comes from her then... another egg 
maybe? 


“We should have just enough daylight to get your pool 
done.” 


She’s doing that thing with her eyes, when Piper leans over, 
her chest spilling out of her shirt. 


Pd normally like that, a lot, but I thought I just finished 
explaining to Piper how I don’t want her flashing herself 
around. 


She’s not Vanessa. 
Piper is a real woman. 


Well. She will be soon enough, once I’m through with today, 
I tell myself. 


“What’s she doing here?” Vanessa spits, narrowing her eyes 
and breathing in through her pointy nose, flaring her 
nostrils like she’s about to strike. 


“Piper is Guy’s daughter and I’m helping them both out 
today. Problem?” I ask, giving the slightest hint that maybe I 
don’t want to clean her pool after all if she’s gonna be like 
that. 


Clutching my arm, she starts gushing, pulling me away from 
the van and asking me inside, promising a fresh jug of 


margarita mix she has at the ready. 


I look back at the van and see Piper, who looks furious by 
now as she heaves the van door open and then slams it 
again once she’s got out some pool chemicals and other 
gear. 


I dig my heels into the soft lawn, easily holding Barbie... 
Errr... Vanessa back with my weight. 


“T think we’d better concentrate on the pool today, Vanessa. 
Guy’s told me we have to get it done today.” 


Her eyes narrow again, shooting me a sulky pout of 
rejection and a cold look towards Piper. 


“Suit yourself,” she murmurs, still clutching my arm. Her 
nails actually digging into my flesh. 


“But when you have a minute,” she says suddenly, leaning in 
closer, letting me smell her cheap perfume and three hour 
old margarita mix breath. 


“T need you to look at my... pipes,” she says, adding an over 
the top wink as she finally lets go of me and almost tumbles 
over as she collects her heels from the lawn, then snakes 
her way to the front door and goes inside. 


The side gate clicks open and I turn back to the van to help 
Piper with the gear. 


She thrusts some gear straight into my chest, hard and 
storms past me towards the gate. 


I groan softly to myself, rolling my eyes for real this time. 
Really? 


If it were anyone else, I’d laugh to myself. But with Piper, I 
don’t want her even thinking anything that will upset her... 
no matter how unusual or bizarre. 


Passing by the kitchen window of the house, I can see 
Vanessa watching me, undoing her blouse, so I keep my 
eyes front and catch up to Piper, pausing only for a second 
as the smell from the pool arrests me. 


“Ugh!” I exclaim, wanting to cover my mouth. Wanting to 
order Piper back to the van so she doesn’t have to breathe 
this in, but I know better than that now. 


“Piper,” I tell her in a firm tone as I step closer not flinching 
once she turns her back on me. 


“Tf you really think I’d be interested in that... person, then 
you don’t know me at all,” is all I can say. 


I’m surprised that I’m the one sounding hurt and a little 
angry, but it kinda sucks that Piper would think so little of 
me and my choice in women. 


I chose her after all, didn’t I? 
I have excellent taste in women, and only perfection will do. 
And Piper really is perfect. 


I can see Piper’s shoulders shivering from behind and I’m 
not sure if it’s cold or if she’s holding back tears. 


“I love you, Piper. From the minute I saw you,” I tell her, 
figuring now’s as good a time as any. 


I really want her to cover up now, not because of what 
people might see, but because I want her to stay warm. 


I take a few steps closer, she’s standing behind a tall tree 
that’s near the pool, blocking the view of the house. 


She turns and I open my arms, catching her as she hurls 
herself at me. 


She’s crying. 


I stroke her hair and tell her again. 
“T love you, Piper. Nobody else, only you.” 


I kiss her head and hold her for as long as I dare before I 
start to feel the familiar stirrings. The effect she has on me. 


“Now, let’s nuke this pool and get out of here. What D’ya 
say?” I ask, holding her by the elbows before she stands on 
her tippy toes to kiss me this time. 


“Thank you,” she whispers, and I want to tell her that I owe 
her all the thanks, not the other way around. But having 
her kiss me and hold me just now, the way she looks in the 
late afternoon glow and that damned chest of hers... 


I feel like I’m at her mercy. 
Like I always will be. 


I scrub the sides and the bottom of the pool while Piper 
nukes the filters and pumps with a possibly fatal amount of 
chemical before we set the automatic vacuum on its longest 
cycle. 


It’s almost dark before we leave, and glancing through the 
kitchen window, we both see Vanessa slumped over on the 
kitchen table, a nearly empty jug of margarita mix by her 
elbow. 


We look at each other and I shrug. Piper looks concerned 
for Vanessa, even though she was so mean, but I shift her 
towards the van by her shoulders, ordering her into the 
warmth with the promise of a hot meal once we get home. 


Jumping in the driver’s side of the van, I see that Piper’s not 
sharing my enthusiasm. 


“T can’t go with you, Will. I have to go home. I have to look 
after my dad.” 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


P iper 


Having Will tell me he loves me is the most special moment 
of my life so far, my second not far off most special, his 
tongue lashing and its effect is gonna stay with me for some 
time. 


But to know he actually does love me, and know I love him... 
then to realize I have to go home... 


It’s too much. I don’t know what to do. 


“I just can’t face dad about us, not right now,” I tell Will, 
who listens to me patiently, I can see his dark eyes are calm 
and he’s deep in thought. 


He hums and nods as I state my case. 


I want nothing more than to go home with him, let him 
claim me properly, but it would just cause too many 
complications with dad so sick right now. 


“How sick is he?” Will asks, raising his brows. “He sounded 
drained when I spoke to him earlier, but he’s not that sick, 
surely?” 


It’s true, he just has a bad cold or maybe the flu he gets 
every couple of years, but it’s like I said, I don’t want to 
have to deal with dad finding out about Will and me. 


And I tell Will as much. 


“Then we won’t tell him,” he says finally, smiling to himself, 
a matter of fact. 


“We won't not tell him altogether... we’ll just... tell him 
some other time,” he says, sounding like the only one of us 
who’s making perfect sense. 


“But he’lL.. if I don’t go home,” I protest, making Will frown, 
looking at me as if I’m trying to brush him off, which I’m 
not. 


“T want to Will. I do. I just... Oh! I don’t know anymore,” I 
sigh, looking out the window, biting my nails. 


Something I haven’t done since I was little, and only ever 
did when I got this worked up about something. 


He leans over, putting his hand gently on my knee again, 
making me shiver uncontrollably. 


“T told you I’d wait Piper but if there’s no good reason why I 
can’t make you mine tonight, I’m taking you home. Where 
you belong,” he tells me firmly but calmly. 


I know he’s right. I want Will more than anything. 


“Can we at least...?” I start to ask, but Will’s already started 
the van and is pulling away. 


“Of course we can, and we will,” he says, laughing to 
himself at his own play on words. 


“We’ll check in on your dad and then I’m sure something 
will come up to make me whisk you away, maybe for the 
whole night,” he says with a devilish grin. 


I feel my worry replaced with the warm rush of excitement 
again. Will’s so in control, so commanding when he wants to 
be. 


I love it and I love him, more than ever. 
I just have no idea how he’s gonna pull this off. 


Will tells me not to worry, suggesting we pick up some take 
out on the way. 


“I’m sure your dad hasn’t prepared anything, and he needs 
his strength. I know this great Korean place. They do a 
chicken chili soup that’ll make him feel much better.” 


Using his speed dial, Will orders ahead, in perfect Korean I 
might add as he watches the road and then me, asking me 
with silent lips what I want to eat. 


I can only shrug, I trust in Will’s judgment. 


We’re both in much better spirits by the time Will swings 
into the restaurant’s parking lot, telling me to stay put as 
he’ll only be a minute. 


While he’s inside, I can see him glancing out to the van a 
couple of times as he waits for our order. 


A tap on the window makes me jump. Some guy motions for 
me to wind the window down. 


“Sorry!” he exclaims. “I just wanted to make an 
appointment to get my pool filter looked at... do you have 
a-” but he doesn’t get a chance to finish. 


I gasp and then groan as I see Will looming up over the guy. 
Advancing toward him with both his hands balled into fists 
after he’s rolled his sleeves up. 


“Help you?” he snarls at the guy, whose backing away and 
shaking his head, as he stammers and then makes a terrible 


moaning sound like he’s just realized his mistake. 


“Will,” I call out, trying to give the guy a friendlier look, 
holding out a business card. 


“Will, he just wants his filter looked at,” I try and explain, 
but Will looks like a different man, more like a beast or 
some sort of caveman. 


His chest is puffed out as his muscles ripple through his 
shirt and his dark eyes grow cold as his hands ball up into 
fists as he starts to growl, literally growl at that guy. 


I’m getting really worried now, thinking maybe Will’s 
unhinged or he breathed in too many pool chemicals. 


But once the guy tells me to forget it and turns on his heel 
and runs for his life, Will shrinks a little, back to his normal 
huge self. 


“What the hell was all that about?” I ask him angrily, 
noticing his look of confusion. 


“Did he? He didn’t hurt you, upset you?” Will grunts, lifts 
his head, and scans the street to make sure the guy is gone 
but looks like he still might sprint after him at any moment. 


“Will? Remember how you pulled me back for thinking the 
worst not so long ago, about that Vanessa woman?” I ask 
him in a scolding tone and answering my own question 
before he has a chance to answer. 


“Then don’t assume that every guy who looks at me or 
worse, even talks to me is trying to hit on me, okay? He was 
a customer, a potential customer anyway, now we’ll never 
see him.” 


I huff out a breath of frustration and wind the window up 
again, folding my arms. 


I watch the food come out and Will pays the waitress and 
gets back in the van. 


He’s still checking the mirrors and I order him to drop it. 


“I can’t, Piper. I just can’t drop it,” he says with some anger 
in his voice. 


“T’ll watch over you and out for you, everywhere and every 
time. If anyone has anything to say or ask you, they can go 
through me first,” he says defiantly, 


“Even my dad?” I retort, trying to burst his testosterone 
bubble, but he surprises me with his conviction. 


“Especially your dad,” he says in a low voice, starting the 
van and gently pulling out into traffic. 


We ride in silence the rest of the way and I only distracted 
once we pull onto my street. The red and blue flashing 
lights out front of my house jolts us both out of our 
combined mood. 


And before Will’s stopped the van I’m halfway out of it as he 
eases the brakes so I can get out as quickly as I know he 
wants to as well. 


I see my dad being rolled out on a stretcher, an oxygen 
mask over his face. 


He sees me and his hands go out. 


The paramedic’s stop and dad murmurs something to one 
of them and she nods her head. 


“Your dad’s gonna be fine, Piper. Just a touch of angina, but 
with his fever, we want to take him to the hospital and 
monitor him.” 


I feel numb, nodding in shock. My dad’s hand feels so weak 
in mine, and he looks so pale. 


“He really is fine,” the paramedic says again, cocking her 
head as her radio crackles on her shoulder. 


“Look, we gotta go. He’ll be at St. Mary’s Hospital. And like 
I said, he’ll be fine.” 


I feel both Will’s hands on my shoulders from behind me for 
a moment before he walks over to my dad, leaning down as 
they wheel him past me. 


He nods and pats my dad’s hands that are folded across his 
chest before he comes back to me. 


“I know, I know. He'll be fine,” I growl, brushing past him to 
get inside, feeling like we’ve been robbed or something, 
only much worse. 


I hear the front door close gently, once the flashing lights 
disappear and the nosy neighbors call it a night. 


Turning to Will, who has our dinner in paper sacks inside a 
plastic bag, I realize I need him now more than ever. 


And I’m not sure if it’s wrong, but I suddenly want him 
inside me more than ever as well. 


Right freaking now. 


I want him to claim me as his own, so I don’t ever have to 
feel like I can’t cope with anything without him by my side 
ever again. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
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Talk about awkward. I was just telling Piper her dad’s not 
that sick. 


If I don’t feel like a complete moron now. Guy spots me and 
motions me over, and I know he only has a few moments. 
These paramedics look like they’re in a hurry. 


“Look after her, Will.. I’m fine. I’ll be fine with this thing... 
but if anything ever happens to me... promise me you'll look 
after Piper?” 


I nod without hesitation, gripping his hands and patting 
them as he’s loaded into the ambulance. 


Piper is understandably upset, so I give her a minute before 
I go inside, once the drama’s unfolded and there’s nothing 
more to show. Nothing more to see. 


I don’t know what to expect now, maybe nothing. I know 
Guy will be fine, but I wonder what set him off like that. 
He’s usually strong as an ox, even when he is sick. 


Feeling sort of goofy carrying the food still. I stand leaning 
against the door after closing it. 


I register the look in her eyes, and against my better 
judgement, I grin. 


I feel only a moment’s hesitation, but when I see Piper 
biting her lip, doing that thing she does when she’s wound 
up, horny and confused. 


I feel my own hardness spring to life in my jeans, which are 
suddenly way too tight in the front. 


I’m trying to make it to the coffee table at least, preferably 
the kitchen to put our food down, but Piper ambushes me 
three steps in. 


I drop the food, feeling her in my arms again, I breathe a 
sigh of relief. 


“He'll be fine. You know that, right?” I ask her, just wanting 
to make sure she understands. 


I feel the pressure of her head pumping a nod against my 
chest. 


“T know he will be... but is it wrong of me to want to make 
the most of it though?” she asks, looking up at me with 
clear eyes. 


“We don’t have to,” I start, but her hand is already 
unzipping me and one of mine has half her chest in it, 
thumbing her thick nipple, making her eyes roll back as she 
starts to purr. 


“Oh yes we do,” she says, a fire replacing her innocent look 
and her purr becoming a low moan as she unbuttons me, 
taking my thick heat in her hand, making us both gasp. 


“T want you to take me, Will. Right here on the living room 
floor.” 


I groan with satisfaction, eager to hear more of what I know 
she has to tell me. Plus I have a fair bit of my own pillow talk 
to get off my chest, amongst other places. 


“Say it again Piper,” I order her firmly. “There’s only one 
time you get to say it for the first time... the only time.” 


I mean it. I don’t want this moment to be anything less than 
what we both know we need, not just want to happen. 


It means everything to me. 


“Make me yours, Will. Claim me proper and fill me with it... 
every freaking inch and make me scream your name again 
while I slam up against you hot, fat dick.” 


I kiss her, hard. Surprised by how hard she’s kissing me 
back. I’m suddenly grateful we’re here at her house. And 
most definitely grateful we’re alone. 


A part of me wanted to have her first time at home, our 
home, but I know she feels more at home here. 


We both move over to the couch, our mouths still locked 
once we collapse into each other on it. 


Holding her like this, knowing how bad she wants to give 
herself to me, how much I know I want to give myself to 
her... 


We both fall suddenly silent. Our urgency slows to a delicate 
touch, our kisses more tender and I find myself taking the 
time she deserves for me to appreciate just how beautiful 
she really is. 


“Slamming up against my hot, fat dick?” I ask chuckling, 
teasing her a little. 


“And more than that,” she warns me with a grin, shrugging 
a little. Not even minding my teasing her. 


As promised, once I strip off her clothes to my satisfaction, 
she’s left only wearing that white T-shirt and nothing else. 


It doesn’t take me long to get totally naked and with no 
blankets or bedding, we only have our own bodies to fuel 
our warmth as well as our desire which has already 
reached a new level. 


She’s shivering again, and I know it’s not from the cold. I 
hold her face in my hands and tell her the only thing that 
really matters, that I love her. That I’ll always love her. 


She takes me in both her hands and smiles to herself, 
marveling at my manhood as she slowly runs both her 
hands up and down my shaft, making my breath quicken 
and my jaw tighten. 


“T want you inside me, Will,” she says firmly, and I lay her 
back on the couch, her legs opening for me, her hands 
reaching up around my neck. 


Kissing her tenderly, I take my time in easing myself down, 
stopping once I feel the hot, slick wetness of her heat 
against my cock. 


We both shudder and she bites her lip, her eyes dreamy but 
suddenly open wide when I ask her if she’s sure. 


Giving a sharp nod with her head, I take one hand and hold 
myself, tracing my tip around her entrance, which makes us 
both groan loudly. 


Her breathing is intense, and as I feel my swollen head 
finally press inside her. She pants, writhers, and thrusts her 
hips forward as she takes a good third of me in one swift 
movement, making us both gasp. 


A little wince of painful pleasure passes over her face and I 
pause again but feel the warmth of her increase as her legs 
wrap around me, pulling me further and further inside her 
until I’m in her to the hilt. 


Her low moans become a steady grunt as I grip those hips 
of hers, feeling my thighs pressed up against hers as our 
two bodies finally lock together as one. 


I knew she’d be the perfect fit for me, and she is. 


I also find out pretty quick she wasn’t kidding about 
slamming up against me. Piper likes it hard and fast as 
much as she likes it gentle and slow. 


I slide out of her and pound up against her. The sight of her 
large chest rocking in time with our movement is like 
poetry in motion for me and I find that as big as my hands 
are, I just can’t seem to get a hold of enough of Piper to 
make me feel like I’m touching her enough. 


Piper suddenly grips me tighter, a hard look of 
concentration on her face. 


“Now... Will,” she gasps quickly, whimpering my name again 
and again, louder and louder each time as I groan her 
name. 


I feel my own climax quickly start to rise and feel Piper 
stiffen and shudder under me, unable to form words, only 
move her lips as a smile forms on them. Her eyes close and 
then open again, wider than ever as she focuses on me. 
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“Love...” she gasps and struggling for gulps of air as her 
climax consumes her. I know what she’s trying to say. 


“I love you Piper... and now you’re mine... all mine, forever 
and ever,” I rasp, feeling my own eruption collide with hers 
deep inside her, finding a new and sacred place between us. 


One I want to visit with her every moment I can from now 
on. 


“Mine,” I growl, pressing my forehead against hers, and 
feeling her hand on my heart, as she tells me what I need to 
hear so I can finally believe it’s actually happened. 


“Yours, forever.” 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


P iper 


Once I begin to sense our surroundings again. I mean, the 
surroundings that aren’t us wrapped up tight like a perfect 
puzzle that’s solved itself, I notice the living room, the food 
on the floor, and my mind jolts back to reality. 


Back to my dad, but still tied to Will. 


Does it make me wrong, or selfish? To give myself to the 
man I love straight after watching my dad go to the 
hospital? 


“No,” I hear Will murmur, reading my thoughts before he 
takes my face in both his hands and kisses me again. 


“We’re going to look after your dad, starting tonight. As 
soon as they’ve had some time to admit him to the hospital, 
we'll go down and see how he is, get him anything he 
needs,” he tells me as if he’s already thought the same 
thing through way before I even thought of it. 


“Its not wrong or selfish. What we’ve done, Piper, it’s 
destiny. You’re mine now, and I’m most definitely yours.” 


I smile again at the thought. 


Only earlier today, I felt like my life was going no place like I 
was trying to tread water but only getting sucked under. 


I guess the water did pull me under, but it was Will who 
pulled me back up, gave me new life. 


Our life. 
We. 
I say it to myself again, in my mind and then out loud, softly. 


“That’s right,” Will agrees. “We. And we need to eat, I do 
anyway. I’m starving. When did you last eat?” he asks, 
rolling his eyes when I give him a look that tells him it 
wasn’t today. 


Clicking his tongue, and letting himself up slowly, I reach 
for him again, gripping him and not wanting to go. Not 
realizing he’s still inside me. 


“T can carry you with me,” he says with a serious face, 
looking like he’s really going to anyway. 


But I relax, feeling like I want to just lay there on the couch 
while my man goes and forages for some food for us both. 


Heats it up in the microwave at any rate. 


The loss of not having him inside me quickly becomes a kind 
of longing a yearning to have him repeat everything we’ve 
done today. 


Everyday. 


It’s a thought that might have scared me or even made me 
think it’s was stupid yesterday... but today, with Will, I know 
he’s the only man, the only person I want to be with non- 
stop. It just feels so natural. 


“You wait right there, and I’ll be back with something else 
hot and filling,” Will jokes and I poke my tongue out at him, 
painfully aware of just how hungry I am right now. 


My usual trick is to not eat all day, then eat a huge amount 
and go straight to sleep, a habit I know TIl have to break 
with Will around. 


He seems so... so... so damned healthy. Balanced, and all 
those other things I’ve always tried to be but just never 
been able to stick to in my life. 


Looking around while I hear Will humming to himself in the 
kitchen, I can’t help noticing the huge divide between his 
house and ours. 


I don’t even know what it is he does. There’s a lot I don’t 
know about him, but I could bet if anyone asked him any 
question about me or my dad, he could give a solid answer 
without blinking. 


“What is it you actually do again?” I ask, letting my eyes 
drift to his still hard arousal as he strides back in with a tray 
of take-out containers, some plates and forks, and knives. 


“T love you, that’s what I do now,” he says, and grunts like a 
caveman again as he starts to open up cardboard 
containers, blowing on his fingers and warning me which 
ones are unusually hot. 


I groan but end up giggling. I never thought Will could be 
so funny too, but he seems suddenly at ease now that he 
knows for sure that he has me. 


I try a different tact. 


“Was it just about having me? Taking my virginity, I mean... 
is that what makes it special.” 


The sound of his fork chinking against the plate and then 
his look of utter hurt makes me wish I’d never said 
anything. 


“Do you really think that?” he asks, sounding more 
concerned than angry. 


“No. I’m just wondering how it is I know nothing about you 
and here you are after one day, having bed me... knowing 
so much about me and suddenly all content... like you’ve 
won me as a prize,” I hear myself saying, sounding a little 
too nervous for even my own liking. 


Will takes a breath, and setting his plate down, he kneels in 
front of me again, taking my hands in his gently. 


“Its been a strange... long day, Piper. We’re just having 
something to eat and then we can go check on your dad, 
okay?” he says, sounding like he’s talking to a child. 


I want to say something, but it would only prove how spoilt 
I’m right now. 


I’ve only had five bites, of whatever it is delicious, but he’s 
right. It has been a long day and I’m home now and I just 
want to go to sleep.... 


Sensing my mood perfectly, Will gets up and sits me on the 
floor in front of him while he takes my space on the couch. 
I’m too pliable to care, but once I feel his strong hands 
starting to work my shoulders and neck, a new kind of 
feeling breaks through, washes over me. 


“You. Are. Tense,” he says to himself, kneading my knots but 
with such firm tenderness, I instantly feel myself melting 
back into his touch. 


“And to answer your question... yes. You are a prize to me, 
but not in the way you think. More like a gift from heaven. 


An angel,” he whispers in my ear, kissing it tenderly. 


I feel myself tearing up, but feeling like a real ass at the 
same time for what I said just now. 


For even doubting Will for a second. 


“Now, angel, eat,” he commands me after a while, and I pick 
up my fork and eat small bites before the food gets cold. 


Will traces his large fingers lightly across my shoulders and 
neck, giving me goosebumps and shivers until he reaches 
over and helps himself to his plate again. 


Pulling the coffee table closer, I can lean back into him and 
eat at the same time. Before long we’ve demolished the 
food and I lean back harder, wondering why or even how I 
ate so much in the first place. 


I don’t mind when his hands slide down my front, gently 
stroking my chest through my tee. 


As long as Will doesn’t press on my stomach right now, I'll 
be fine. 


“When you want, have a shower and change. We can go see 
your dad at the hospital. I’ll call to see how he’s doing, and 
where they’re at with him,” Will suggests. 


“A shower, by myself, or with you in it?” I ask, already 
hungry for him again, despite being so full of food. 


“Whatever you want baby. Whatever you want,” he says, 
kissing the top of my head. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
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I tell Piper to start without me in the shower, giving her 
time to do what girls do while I call the hospital. 


Surprisingly, I get put straight through to a nurse, even 
speaking to an admitting doctor who’s handling Guy’s case. 


“I can really only discuss his condition with family, next of 
kin,” he explains. I want to argue the point, but there isn’t 
one, he’s right. They don’t just tell random callers 
everything about patients, no matter how well they know 
them. 


“He’s stable now and I could make an exception if you 
wanted to visit. He has a daughter, I understand?” The doc 
asks me, cutting me a break. 


“Yes, she’s just getting ready. If it’s alright, we’d both like to 
see him,” I say, sounding thankful instead of combative, 
which is my first reflex in situations like this. 


“Of course. I’ll let the nursing staff know, they can update 
his daughter on Guy’s progress.” 


I hang up, feeling relieved but annoyed. 
Next of kin. Iam family... almost. 


The main thing is Guy’s alright, and I can take Piper in to 
see him. 


Running my hands through my hair and then dragging 
them down my face, I feel better when I hear Piper calling 
for me from the bathroom. 


The sound of running water, the scent of her shampoo and 
steam... 


I could get used to this. I really could. 


A slight delay in the shower... okay, an hour later and Piper 
is walking like she’s made of rubber, on our way to the 
hospital. 


Past visiting hours, it’s no big deal. The doc, true to his 
word has arranged for the staff to update Piper and for us 
to see her dad. 


But something else has my back up straight away. 


“There is the slight matter of insurance,” The nurse says, 
looking at Piper. Scanning her up and down before 
frowning and narrowing her eyes. 


“What?” I ask, dumbfounded, forcing the nurse’s attention 
back on me. 


“Sorry to have to bring it up, but it’s a new policy. The 
patient’s in private rooms can only remain there if they 
have insurance.” 


I hear Piper groan quietly, starting to fidget with nerves and 
frustration. 


“Nurse... Reynolds,” I say through gritted teeth, straining 
to see her ID tag. “Guy’s bill will be paid in full. Cash if 
you'd prefer,” I tell her, feeling myself looming up again. 


But she’s not bothered. “That’s great, Mr....?” she retorts. 
“But we require an insurance policy number or a credit 
card or bank account number to apply to any patient’s stay 
in a private room.” 


I force a smile and glance over to Piper, whose mouth is 
wide open. 


“Maybe we could sort that out while Piper sees her dad?” I 
ask the nurse, straining to sound polite now, and only for 
Piper’s sake. 


If the nurse was a man, I’d be handling things a little 
differently. 


Something I might take up with the hospital admin first 
thing tomorrow instead. 


“Sure,” Nurse Reynolds clips cheerfully. That fake cheer 
that all nurses have. The kind that can turn on you in a 
second and call security, so I play along. 


Poor Piper, I don’t mean to let her see me get so wound up. 


“If you could fill these forms out, I’ll take Piper through to 
see her dad.” 


I give Piper an encouraging nod and set to work on the 
forms so my friend won’t have to worry about his bill. 


Nor will Piper. She’ll never want for anything ever again. I'll 
see to that. 


A doctor passes by, asks me if I need help just as I’m 
finishing up with the forms. 


I feel like asking him about lodging a complaint, about the 
hospital’s policy on patients without insurance, but I know 
I’d be wasting my breath. 


I shake my head, looking up again once I see him peering at 
Guy’s name on the form. 


“Ah, your brother will be fine,” he says knowingly, ignoring 
the fact we both have different surnames. He doesn’t sound 
like the doctor I spoke to on the phone though. He clears it 
up when I ask him. 


“T’m Dr. Clements, night shift,” he explains. 


I decided to put myself down as Guy’s brother after all. 
What are they gonna do, a genealogy check? I should’ve 
just told them from the get-go, but Piper... 


We might not be related by blood, but he’s the closest thing 
to family I’ve ever had. Until today. 


Noticing the forms again, Doc Clements seems a little more 
forthcoming with information, and some good ol’ bedside 
manner. 


“Guy had a small.. a very small heart attack,” he explains, 
making my own give a jolt and mixed with what I know is 
coming up between us, it only makes things more difficult. 


“But he’s fine now and we expect him to make a full 
recovery,” the doctor explains. 


“What brought it on, I thought he had flu?” I ask. 


“He does,” the doctor says, frowning. “But it would appear 
something else... likely an emotional shock contributed to 
his cardiac episode.” 


The doctor hears himself being paged, his beeper buzzing 
in his top pocket. “Excuse me,” he says, and as quickly as he 
appeared he’s gone. 


I stand for a while, checking over the forms until I’ve had 
quite enough of that, then just listen to the night sounds of 
the hospital ward. 


I want to go find Piper, and her dad but remember the 
nurse saying it should only be one at a time with visitors 
too. 


Not the place to spend a minute more than you have to, I 
reflect. 


The hospital is not a place I expected Guy to end up in 
either, he looks after himself and he’s as fit as I am, if only 
just a little smaller. 


I hear footsteps and turn to see Piper and the nurse coming 
back. Piper’s been crying and my instinct is to hold her, to 
kiss her. 


Remembering my brother story, that might not go down too 
well, so I only put my arm around her, rubbing her 
consolingly. 


“How is he?” I ask her, watching her nod and sniffle, 
scowling when that damned nurse butts in. 


“He’s fine, but I’m not sure he’s up for another visor just 
now, maybe you can-” 


I bring my face close to hers. “Maybe you can zip it for a bit, 
Reynolds. I’m going to see my brother now if you don’t 
mind.” 


With an icy look, the nurse backs off, reminding Piper to 
stay put. I lean in and promise Piper I won’t be long. 


Then I start down the linoleum corridor, which suddenly 
feels like it’s a mile long when I consider what I know Guy’s 
about to ask me. 


I just know it. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
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Dad’s fine. I mean, he’s not dying or anything. But the 
doctor’s told him he had a small heart attack and he does 
have a fever from the flu which they’re monitoring and 
bringing down slowly. 


It’s a relief, but it’s no relief at the same time. 


I just want dad to be well again, but at the same time, if he 
hadn’t come to the hospital, if he hadn’t been sick in the 
first place, I might never have met Will. 


We would never have... 


I can’t think like that though. Dad’s fine and that’s all that 
matters. 


I have no idea how we'll pay Will back for the hospital bill 
though, how we’ll manage with a lot of things if dad is 
gonna be in here for a few days. 


Hospitals are expensive. And despite what my dad tells me, 
the pool cleaning game isn’t a million dollar job. 


I watch Will walk down to the room my dad’s in, wondering 
why he was so distant, but the nurse’s look explains a lot as 
she looks over the folder with the payment details Will’s 
filled out. 


“So, your uncle and you, pretty close huh?” she asks, 
looking at me with narrowed eyes. 


I don’t like her, and I know Will doesn’t either. 


I open my mouth to automatically correct her, to tell her 
Will’s not my uncle but in a split second, I figure Will’s put 
himself down as my dad’s brother. 


That’s what Will would do. 


It’s my turn to give her a piercing look. “What’s that got to 
do with my dad’s treatment?” I ask her, watching her flush 
and humph as she flips through the papers, turning her 
back to me. 


Leaving me alone after a moment, she storms off down the 
hall in the opposite direction from dad’s room. 


Hugging my elbows, I feel a chill again, suddenly fearful I 
might have contracted something myself when I fell in the 
pool today. 


Hospitals always do this to me, two minutes in one and I’m 
convinced I have something wrong with me. 


I suddenly come to my senses again, with nurse Ratchet 
gone, who says I can’t go back down to dad’s room to see 
him but more importantly right now, to see Will too. 


I get about halfway, almost turning back when I think I hear 
that nurse coming back, but it’s not her. 


It’s two men’s voices, trying not to shout, hissing at each 
other. 


As I get closer to dad’s room, creeping now, I realize it’s 
him and Will. 


It sounds like they’re arguing but trying hard not to shout. 


As soon as I’m convinced it is them, I freeze. I mean, talk 
about awkward. 


I don’t want to rush in and interrupt them, but at the same 
time, the man’s just had a heart attack. He shouldn’t be 
getting excited about anything. 


But, I also trust Will as much as my dad. It’s a maddening 
moment, but suddenly they both go quiet. Finally, they start 
talking normally and I debate again whether to even go in 
there or not. 


I creep up a few more steps, hearing my dad sigh and say 
something about how Will’s always done right by him. 


I can’t go in there. It’s none of my business what they’re 
talking about. It’s probably about the hospital bill. That’s 
what it is. Dad doesn’t want to have Will pay for his hospital 
bills. 


As if we have a choice right now. 


A door bangs down the hall, making me jump and I turn to 
see that nurse walking back over to her station. Before she 
has a chance to spot me, I know I have to go one way or the 
other. 


In two long steps, I’m back inside dad’s room. Will turns in 
surprise and my dad looks up at me, and then at Will. 


I can tell they’re both wondering how much I heard. 


“Sorry,” I whisper. “That nurse...” I explain, but they’re both 
still staring at me. My dad’s gaze is more intense than ever, 


almost accusing compared to Will’s who only looks 
surprised that I suddenly appeared out of nowhere. 


His shoulders relax and he gives me a small smile, keeping 
his eyes on me, not on my dad. 


I want to go to him. I feel like it’s where I belong, but the 
look my dad’s giving me is unsettling. 


“What? What is it, Dad?” I ask, hearing a tremor in my own 
voice, feeling suddenly like I’ve gone from the pan into the 
fire by coming in here. 


“Will says he helped you do the pools today, that you fell in 
one at his place,” he finally says, forcing a laugh. 


But his laugh has an edge to it. 
An edge that makes my belly start to twist with nerves. 
He knows. Crap! He knows. 


It’s strange how our parents just know some things, like 
when we’ve been bad or when we're lying. Even if we have 
the best intentions, even when we're trying to protect their 
feelings. 


I don’t want to get into it with my dad, not now and maybe 
not ever. Even though I know the day will come when Will 
and I have to talk to dad about us, I just don’t want it to be 
right now. 


Not tonight. 


I smile, laughing nervously. “Yeah, uh... Will said you called. 
I took a tumble but I only got wet, nothing serious,” I lie. 


“Then he helped out with the rest of the round. We didn’t 
get behind in the end, got everybody done. Even Ms. 
Perkins,” I chime, trying to sound upbeat, but noticing I 
sound more like a lunatic. 


My teeth are almost chattering with nerves by the time my 
dad answers. 


“Hmmm. Yeah, Ms. Perkins,” he says in a low tone, 
cryptically. 


I shoot a glance at Will, who looks like he’s about to say 
something when that nurse clears her throat. 


She stands in the doorway, tapping her foot with a hand on 
her hip, checking her watch. 


“Alright, you two. I think that’ quite enough excitement for 
one night,” she says, giving Will an icy look. 


“T told you, no more than one visitor and not for more than 
a few minutes.” 


We both stay quiet as she crosses the floor, checking my 
dad’s monitor while she has a finger on his pulse, she tsks 
to herself. 


“Please,” she says, turning to us both again. “Come back 
tomorrow and call before you do,” she says dismissively. 


Will doesn’t seem to need a second reminder, and while the 
nurse blocks my dad’s view of us, he grabs me by the elbow 
and pulls me out into the hall. 


I try to say something, but he shakes his head firmly, almost 
dragging me along the hallway until we’re clear of the 
ward. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


Wi 


Guy doesn’t waste his breath, plus I know I don’t have long 
to visit anyway. 


“It was Vanessa Perkins,” he says knowingly, sending a jolt 
of guilt through my gut. 


I know Guy well enough to know what he’s thinking and he 
knows me just the same. 


There’s no need for us to play games. 


“T thought I could trust you, with Piper,” he says coldly, 
turning away when I meet his eyes with mine. 


“Just like old times,” he muses bitterly to himself. 


I know what’s coming. He always brings it up when things 
are bad for him. 


“You went to the rich family, got the college degree, the 
overseas holidays, the tuition,” he starts to remind me. 


I want to interrupt him, to tell him for the thousandth time 
that I made my own way in the world, being fostered to a 
well to do family had nothing to do with it. 


But he’ll never see it that way. Guy was never fostered like I 
was, and although we spent so many years growing up in 
the same state-run home for boys, he only left once he was 
legally old enough. 


I tried. I did do all I could to make it easier for him, both in 
the home and for his whole life afterward. But it’s 
something he’s never gotten over. That I had a family of 
sorts and he never did. 


That I made it in the world and he only ever made it as a 
pool guy, and even that was only with my help. 


And now? 


Now he knows I’ve claimed his only daughter. The only 
family he ever had, lost to me, the best friend that always 
seems to get everything that Guy never can. 


That’s the pity speech anyway, the gist of it. Lord knows I’ve 
heard it enough over the years, it’s the one thing that keeps 
Guy and me from catching up more often. 


Every time he comes to do the pools, I try to make sure I’m 
not there or make like I’m busy. 


He hates coming to my house. I know he does. 


But I know he loves me, like a brother. And like brothers, 
we might have disagreements, even passionate hate for 
some things about each other, but we’ll always be there for 
one another. 


That’s just what boys do. 


“What about Vanessa Perkins?” I ask, hearing how weak my 
own voice sounds in the face of the truth I know is coming. 


“She called me once she came to and noticed you two had 
left. She’d wiped herself out on margaritas once she saw 
you and Piper. She really thought she stood a chance with 
you. You, Will! You of all people” 


He stifles a laugh, which turns into a hacking cough that he 
mutes by sheer force of his own will. 


“So you know,” I tell him, not telling him everything though. 


Kissing Piper behind a tree while we’re cleaning pools, 
that’s one thing. 


I’m not sure I feel like telling him everything right now, not 
until I know his heart can take it. 


But he knows. 


We never had real parents, but we always knew what the 
other was thinking. Always knew when the other was lying, 
even if it was only to protect the other’s feelings. 


“T’ve paid your bill, for the hospital, you don’t need to worry 
about that,” I tell him softly, hoping to change the subject 
but knowing I’ve just made it worse. 


“Of course you have!” he spits out, sitting up and making a 
fist I know is meant for me when I get close enough. 


He knows. 


“You always have plenty of money, don’t you Will? Plenty of 
shit to rub my fucking nose in. Well now you have the 
greatest pile of all, don’t you? Don’t you!” he practically 
shouts, and I move closer with both my hands up if only to 
try and calm him down. Stop him from having another heart 
attack. 


But his outburst has weakened him, he slumps back onto 
his pillow, and I feel like the worst man in the world once I 
see the single tear run down his cheek. 


“I suppose she couldn’t stay a little girl forever. She’s been 
so grown up for years. College and now this,” he reflects, 
ignoring me and telling himself. 


“She’s a woman now, not a child. But dammit man, I 
thought I could trust you with her, the one thing I had that 
you didn’t, the one thing I did right in this life. All by myself, 
without your meddling. Without your stupid money!” he 
finally hisses, and I get it. 


I understand why this hurts him so much. 


“T never wanted to hurt you, Guy,” I tell him truthfully. “This 
all happened so fast, but it’s real. I love Piper. I’m gonna 
take care of her, but I don’t want you thinking, not for one 
second that I did any of this to hurt you. Ask her yourself. 
She feels the same way I do.” 


We stay silent for a while, then he sighs again. “I don’t need 
to ask her, Will. I could see it in her eyes just now. Before 
you came in here. She looks happy for the first time in her 
life. You’ve given her something she’s never had, 
confidence. Confidence in herself.” 


I don’t know what to say, so decide to say nothing, but Guy 
reminds me again, a little more accepting this time. 


“You always did good by me, Will. Both of us. You’ve helped 
more than anyone would or even should. And I know, as 
much as it pisses me off right now, that you’re the only man 
that can give my little girl the life I know she deserves.” 


It’s as close as a blessing I’m gonna get, but before I can 
shake his hand, Piper’s suddenly in the room, and not long 
after, that damned nurse tosses us both out. 


Piper’s looking worried sick, but I practically drag her out 
of the hospital, not making any sense until we get back in 
her dad’s car that we borrowed to come down to the 
hospital. 


“Will,” she says nervously. “ You’re scaring me. What’s going 
on? Does he know?” 


Her look softens as I smile, but she’s still looking slightly 
panicked. 


Good old Piper, I know that like me she just doesn’t want to 
hurt her dad’s feelings. 


I take her hand in mine. If it was the right time for me to 
claim her then it’s the right time to ask her this one 
question. 


But she won’t let me. 


She’s talking right over me, full of concern about her dad 
and worried about me too. 


God, I just love her so much. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


P iper 


I can hear my voice getting louder, higher in pitch. 


It’s like the more words I spill out, the more frantic I’m 
sound. 


Why is he smiling? This is serious. 


Will has practically dragged me out of the hospital and into 
the car, scaring me and confusing me. And now he’s 
smiling? 

My mind is racing faster than my mouth too, and before I 
get too much out, I’m crying hysterically. 


Will leans over and puts his strong arm around my 
shoulders, pulling me gently toward him as he does that 
thing I like so much. How he strokes my hair and kisses my 
head. 


Telling me it’s alright. Telling me he loves me. 


Will had his mouth open like he wanted to ask me 
something, but I have more questions than I know what to 


do with myself right now. 


Sensing all this and more, Will calmly waits until I’ve settled 
down, just a little. 


“Your dad’s gonna be fine, Piper. We’re gonna be fine too. 
But I know you have a lot to ask me and I think it’s only fair 
I answer all your questions before I ask you mine.” 


He loosens his arms enough for me to look up at him. I can 
feel my eyes opening wider, his smile is so disarming, so 
confident. 


“Does my dad know, about us I mean?” I ask question 
number one. 


“Yes,” Will says, his grin only broadening. 


I gasp a breath in and start to carry on again, but Will’s 
finger presses against my lips. “Questions, Piper, let’s just 
stick to questions and answers for now, okay?” he asks, 
showing the patience of a saint. 


I feel confused, but arrange my thoughts to include 
everything I want to... everything I need to know about Will. 


“How do you know my dad, really?” I ask. 


“We were raised in the same boy’s home as orphans. I was 
fostered, your dad wasn’t.” 


It’s a shock to hear it said so plainly, but I always knew my 
dad was an orphan, although he never mentioned Will. His 
eyes are dancing now, inviting my next question. 


I clear my throat and focus again. “What is it you actually 
do?” I ask. This is probably what’s been eating me up more 
than anything else. Even more than the man himself today. 


Will sighs, looking like he’s been caught smoking or doing 
something he might get in trouble for. 


“Promise not to get mad?” he asks, looking innocent enough 
to match his saint’s patience. 


Of course I readily agree. 


“I developed a computerized pool filtering system years 
ago... and the chemicals to run in it. I do pretty well out of 
that,” he says, matter of fact. 


I do feel mad, and anger wells up inside me. 


“You’re a pool boy.” I exclaim, nearly shrieking. Will ignores 
me and his body shakes with silent laughter. 


“Not exactly, but I’ve cleaned a few in my time. Ask me 
another,” he says, teasingly, knowing that he has me 
stumped now. 


The two things I never quite understood have been cleared 
up and I have to Say, it’s a bit of a relief to hear it explained 
so clearly. 


So normally. 


“So, why couldn’t dad be a part of your pool thing?” I ask, a 
logical question I think. 


“Pride,” Will says, sucking air in through his teeth, then 
puffing his cheeks as he blows out. 


“I asked your dad to come work for me, even be partners, 
but he always wanted to do things his way. He hated it when 
I went away from the boys home and hated me for a long 
time once he found out I’d gone to college and set up my 
own company. The computerized filtration systems were the 
last straw and he wouldn’t speak to me for years.” 


“So... you do clean your own pools, but just humor dad by 
letting him clean them so it gives you a reason to support 


him, us?” I ask, feeling like my whole life’s been a lie, but 
glad it’s Will that’s behind it. 


“Not really,” Will says firmly, taking my face in his hands 
and explaining further, reading my mind again. 


“Your life’s not a lie, Piper. Your dad loves you more than 
anything. Raising you is the one thing he’s managed to do 
that nobody else could. I might even go so far as to say he 
loves you more than I do,” he says, smiling. 


“But a father’s love is different,” he continues. “And I’ve 
only helped out financially, putting money in an account 
every month. Money your dad’s only used when he knew he 
had no other options.” 


“But you set him up in business?” I ask. 


“Yes. As a loan, which he paid off plus interest. Your dad is 
as stubborn as you are inquisitive,” he observes, giving me 
a sideways glance with a raised brow. 


I sigh a breath of relief, feeling totally relaxed now. Lighter. 
And much better informed, which calms my mind instantly. 


“Alright,” I tell him, deciding to give him some of his own 
medicine. 


“Alright what?” he asks, looking puzzled, the smug grin 
sliding from his face as he looks at me like I might’ve finally 
cracked under the pressure. 


“Alright,” I tell him again, with greater conviction. 


“Alright what?” he asks, before I have to answer his 
question just like he’s answered mine. 


“Alright, lll marry you,” 


“You... you will?” he asks, “I mean...” he stammers, “...just 
like that... you’ll say yes before I even ask?” 


He examines me for a moment, then his smile comes back. 
Bigger and wider, more confident than ever. 


“C’mere pool boy,” I purr, and hooking my arms around his 
neck, I pull him closer to me, kissing him tenderly. 


Proving that the pool boy or pool girl fantasy is no myth... 
it’s sometimes just the only way destiny can run its course. 


And it’s sometimes as easy as falling off a log. Or even into a 
pool. 


EPILOGUE 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


Wi 


“Now, Will. You know I can’t do that. It’s bad luck for the 
groom to see his bride before the wedding day.” 


I want to roll my eyes, to ask Guy if he’s serious. But he’s 
been so good about Piper and I getting together, even 
getting married, that I just don’t have the heart to really 
argue with him. 


She’s staying at his place for the day or two before the 
wedding, and although it bothers me to have her out of the 
house, our house for a few days, it’s the least of his worries 
for me to see her now. 


If only he knew what I’ve been doing to her day and night 
for the past six months. 


“But Guy,” I start, shake my head and chuckle once his hand 
goes up, once I can see how serious he’s taking this whole 
thing. 


“She asked me to come over, told me she had some big 
news she couldn’t tell me over the phone,” I complain, 


watching his face contort in disbelief. 


“You’ve been calling each other on the phone?” he asks 
furiously like I’ve just spit in his eye. 


“Only texts,” I promise, “and nothing that isn’t absolutely 
necessary.” 


Like Piper showing me what I’ve been missing out on every 
breakfast, lunch, and dinner. 


I’m not sure if he’s being serious or if he just has to block 
out what he knows is really going on between me and his 
daughter. I remember it was a fight to have her move in 
with me in the first place. At first, he insisted on separate 
rooms, which I arranged easily, considering he’s not at my 
house to see where Piper is at every hour of the day or 
night. 


But I really feel that Piper needs to see me, in person. 
Something’s up. I can feel it. 


“Daddy! Will, you just let him in, please. I need to talk to 
him. It’s important.” 


Guy closes the door in my face and I hear him stomping up 
the stairs, then a low murmur of his voice mixed with the 
shrill tone of Piper’s voice has me counting down from ten 
to stop from losing my shit altogether. 


I’m forty for Christ’s sake, not fourteen. 


After a few minutes, Guy reappears at the door, smiling like 
he’s won a raffle. 


He waves Piper’s phone in front of me and wags the finger 
of his other hand in my face too. 


“You'll just have to wait until your wedding day tomorrow 
young man,” he says glibly, making want to snap his 


damned finger off. 


I have to let it go, he’s been so good about everything so far. 
Even insisting on paying for the wedding himself, out of 
money he’s saved all on his own. 


I shrug and hold both hands up, promising Guy I’ll be ready 
in the morning. That I won’t be late and most of all... I won’t 
leave his daughter standing at the altar. 


As if. 


Turning to look up at her window as I leave, I have to shake 
my head again. The old man has even boarded up her 
window with inch thick plywood. 


‘til tomorrow then darlin’ 


The next morning, after a sleepless night and getting out of 
bed with a hard on that speaks of almost three days now 
without my girl, I get the call. 


“Ah jeez, Will. I’m sorry. I shoulda let you see her yesterday. 
She’s a mess. Been up half the night and now throwing up 
all this morning. I thought it was just nerves but now she’s 
talking about hospital-” 


He keeps talking, but I’ve dropped the phone. They live 
about twenty minutes away, I make in about five. 


The front door’s already open and there’s a stream of 
people in and out, flowers, a hairdresser, and of course, the 
wedding dress I’m not supposed to see. 


But everyone looks worried and a hush falls once I leap 
from my car and sprint up the drive. 


I bound up to Piper’s room. I can hear her dad in there 
talking to her so I knock gently. 


He opens it a fraction, only letting me in once he sees it’s 
me. 


He’s shaking his head too, looking thoroughly miserable. 
Like the whole thing’s about to be called off. 


Over my dead body. 


I shoo him out, and instead of smothering Piper like I want 
to, I notice her depressed look and kneel down in front of 
her instead. 


I’m almost sure I see a small grin flash across her face, but 
when I look down at her again, and she’s looking worse 
than ever. 


“Piper, tell me what to do. I'll do anything but for god’s sake 
just tell me you're alright,” I beg her. 


She hides her face in her hands, listing off everything that’s 
wrong. 


“...and now the dress doesn’t even fit. They had to send it 
back to be altered. I only had it on a few days ago. I’m such 
a pig!” she exclaims, and I feel wounded just hearing her 
talk like that. 


I try to put my arm around her, but she pushes it away. 


“T’ve been so sick, every morning really. Been hiding it from 
you, Will.” 


I feel sick myself, wracking my brains to figure out how I 
missed any of this. 


Damned Guy, he'll pay for this. If only he’d let me see her- 


And there it is again. 


I could swear I just saw her smiling through her fingers up 
against her face. 


Remembering her love of having me on, of having the upper 
hand... and recalling how she proposed in the first place, I 
decide to play along. 


“Then, I guess the wedding’s off. I can’t marry a sickly girl 
who won’t keep her dinner down, let alone anything else in 
her mouth.” 


She snatches her hands away from her face, her eyes slits 
and her mouth pressed into a frown. 


I laugh and kiss her on the forehead. 


“Alright, sweetie. You win. You got me. Now what is it, really 
and honestly now. No more fooling. You’ll give your dad 
another heart attack.” 


As soon as I say that she bites her lip, grimaces and shakes 
her head. 


She reaches down next to her, under the bed and pulls out 
a brown paper sack. 


“My wedding gift to you, Will,” she says, her voice suddenly 
choking with emotion. 


I figure there’s a rubber chicken, or a joy buzzer inside, the 
way this morning’s panned out. 


But when I see the little blue plus sign on the white 
plastic... 


Once I realize it’s a positive pregnancy test. 


“I figured it had to be that. I only just did it now,” she says, 
starting to cry and I feel like I’m half way to joining her. 


“Tt’s still wet with pee, by the way,” she says, and we both 
cry-laugh. 


I hug her so tight, as tight as I dare. 
“T’m gonna be a daddy!” I exclaim. 


“And I’m gonna be a mommy,” she squeaks, letting me know 
my grip on her is tight enough. 


“Are we gonna tell everyone?” I ask, leaving that decision 
totally up to her. She is the mommy now. 


“Should we?” she asks and I consider everything her dad 
put in place to up hold tradition before the wedding. 


“Hell no,” I suggest, reminding her of her dad’s antics 
regarding our wedding. 


“Imagine what he’d do if he found out I knocked you up 
before the big day?” 


“You’re right,” she says, thinking and chewing her lip, 
looking more gorgeous than ever. 


“We'll leave it ‘til after the honeymoon. Tell him it’s a rapid 
pregnancy test or something.” 


I stand, and despite myself, she notices her usual effect on 
my anatomy. 


“Nobody’s gonna come in here for a bit. They think I’m 
having a nervous breakdown,” she says, a shiver in her 
breath as she runs a flat palm up and down my bulging 
front. 


“And I know just how to make you squeal in no time,” I add 
convincingly. 


“Then c’mere, pool boy. Let’s have our last fling as single, 
free spirits before we’re tied together forever.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


EIGHTEEN MONTHS LATER 


P iper 


“Wil!” I scream, stumbling forward, my hand reaching out 
for our baby girl. I’d only turned my back for a second and 
now she’s making straight for the- 


“Tt’s alright mommy!” Will cries out, winking at me as he 
catches Bella who’s leapt into his arms. “Daddy’s here, and 
Bella knows what she wants.” 


He makes this wide eyed face and puffs his cheeks out, 
holding his breath before he makes sure Bella’s done the 
same and with both of his strong hands, he dips her under 
before lifting her back out. 


Bella screams with excitement. 


“I got her, Baby. I’ve always got her,” Will says, giving a 
smile. 


He knows I’m still a little gun shy of the pool, but its fenced 
now and Bella’s only in here if we are and Will’s in the pool. 
The indoor pool is locked and Will only uses it when Bella’s 
sleeping. 


“She’s just like her dad,” I muse loudly, dipping my toe in as 
I settle on a wicker chair by the edge. 


Its fall, and I watch the leaves starting to tumble from the 
elm tree nearest the pool, the water catching one before it 
gets sucked closer to the leaf trap. 


The pool’s heated now too, but despite all his efforts, I just 
can’t bring myself to swim anymore. 


“Tt’ll come back honey,” Will says encouragingly, taking his 
eyes away from me just long enough to dunk Bella again, 
making us both laugh once she squeals with delight all over 
again. 


“It ‘um ‘ack umma,” Bella laughs, squeezing her dad’s 
finger as we both stop laughing and watch her, 
dumbfounded. 


“What did she just say?” I ask, not believing my ears, Will 
shrugs, promising he hasn’t coached her to say a word at 
all. 


“Tt um ‘ack ‘umma... ‘ump in!” Bella shrieks, and starts to 
splash her feet as she laughs. 


Will and I look at each other. I feel my heart swell as he 
holds Bella closer, kissing her head the way he does mine, 
whispering something in her ear. 


Most likely how much daddy loves his little girl. 


By the time he’s looked back at me, I’ve slipped out of my 
tropical wrap and am slowly making my way into the water. 
One timid step at a time. 


“Are you sure honey?” Will asks, giving me that look that 
tells me his hands are full if I get into any trouble, but I give 
a nod, watching Bella the whole time until I’m in the water 
and swimming towards her. 


Her tiny fingers reach out for me as I get closer, her daddy 
holding her up by her belly so she can stretch out, just like 
she does when she’s learning to swim. 


I feel something shift in me when our finger touch, like it’s 
okay not to feel the bottom sometimes. 


Like I’m allowed to float, and then control where I go by 
swimming. I won’t drown again because I’m so close to the 
ones I know who keep me up. The ones who keep me afloat. 
My family. 


I move past Bella, paddling right out past Will into the 
deepest part of the pool, right over the spot where I fell in. 


I scoop a leaf from the trap, and study it for a moment 
before making my way back to the man I love and our 
beautiful baby girl. 


I hold the leaf up, studying it. 


I ask Will one more time, for the last time, if he’s been 
teaching Bella anything else apart from how to swim, like I 
dunno... maybe how to talk? 


His face is clear and his eyes tell me it’s the truth. 
Bella laughs, and splashes us both. 


I figure there’s no better way to get to the bottom of this 
than to ask her myself, seeing as she’s in the mood to talk. 


“Who taught you how to talk, Bells?” I ask, not even trying 
to baby her. Asking her like she’s a real life grown up...baby. 


“An’ ah,” she gurgles, spitting some pool water out as I 
motion for Will to lift her up. 


“Who?” I ask again. 


“An’ ah,” she says loudly with even more determination, 
face palming herself when she sees we just can’t 
understand. 


And then it clicks. 


Will and I look at each other, right as he comes through the 
gate, whistling with his pool equipment in hand. 


“An’ ah!” Bella shrieks, pointing as I wave to my dad. 


Will and I both look at each other and he winks, a little tear 
in the corner of one eye. 


“That damned pool guy,” he says grinning, moving over to 
me and kissing me tenderly. 


“T love you Piper,” he says in a rough voice, turning his body 
so my dad can’t see him get emotional. 


“And I love you, Will. You’re my hero. My real pool boy 
fantasy,” I tell him, pecking his cheek and taking Bella from 
him, only so I can pass her up to her Grandpa, who comes 
every day it seems. 


“To clean the pool, and maybe just see how young Bella is 
doing. How you all are doing.” 


We’re doing just fine, dad. Just fine. 
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